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PREFACE. 

- Tfiis bcH^ id ppoAu^d l^ its tMe pago, r^itfritig bttt 
Ifttle to iM said «8^ tbe deeigii of l&e writer, c»r liiatfto- 
1iv«B fer ^wriliBf it 

It is hardly necessary for the aathor to pot la<m Anr* 
oktimer akmUt iteiuravmes to &e B«Uher a hiitorio|^phet 
miv% biogtltpfaer, much le^ an frntialmt; oemi-histofie, 
irr«gukir antt d«iiB6tfV6) tf yon will, is tke o^ly liitle he 
dnimsfor it. 

I Whether it be accorded or not, tt ifi none tlie less true 

1fe*t " ef^^ flftaa h«8 his own spbyle, *s he haa bis * own 

I itQiiEfie ; ' amd It is seizor fidlit^ n^r ChriB^an to rally 
a mhin abotrl his fioi^e, how«v«r singtilaT tt may be ** — a 
fysot pt^gti^'St witti hotnely tense, amd cilmimends itself 
to the edierelse of c3ibt41^ on tilxe 1)art of the critical 
rea^hfl^. 

Conceived when gout most troubled, and born of neces- 
sity, it was written when afflicted with physical pain, 

' amply recompensed, however, in the pleasurable inter- 
est it gave in reviving the scenes and recollections of 
his boyhood days. Should the reader derive a tithe of 
the interest in reading that was afforded in writing, the 
author will be doubly recompensed. 

An apology is due the theme it purports to treat, and 
is beseechingly asked for the author, for having written 
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it hurriedly and without sufficient data. He had writ- 
ten to many of the immediate successors of the first and 
early settlers in the Big Hatchio country for something 
of the early lives and oonnectittg incidents of their 
brave fathers and people, in subduing the wilds of West 
Tennessee ; but, for some cause or other, except in a few 
instances, he received no response ; possibly they feared 
to trust such a priceless heritage to the pen of unknown 
authorship. 

It is to be regretted, as their names and heroism in 
hewing down the forest and opening up the way to 
thrift and refined civilised enjoyment would have con- 
tributed greatly to the interest of the history of Old 
Times in West Tenn£ssss. 

The author, not wishing to '^ play showman to his 
own machinery," submits the following pages to tho 
reader for what they are worth, with a prayer that be 
be gentle and deal lightly, and, if merit there be, encour- 
age him to a wider field, yet lying fallow in its virgin 
freshness. the author. 



OLD TIMES 

IN 

.WEST TENNESSEE. 

CHAPTER I. 

Reminiscences — Semi-Historic — of Pioneer Life and the 
Early Emigrant Settlers of the Big Hatchie Country i 

The poetic vision of the Greek, in looking back 
through dim antiquity, when Ilion resisted the 
thunder-bolts of Agamemnon's hosts; _when the 
Argos, freighted with human life, weighed anchor 
and sailed away to the far-off Colchis; the more 
modern romances of Fernando DeSoto, Juan Ponce 
de Leon, Pocahontas and her Captain Smith, Daniel 
Boone and Tecumseh, is not more thrilling in inter- 
est to the descendents of the pioneer settlers of this 
country than the land of the Chickasaws and Davy 
Crockett — ^the Obion, Forked Deer and the Big 
Hatchie country — ^when in the cradle of the wilder- 
ness. 

On the banks of a beautiful creek, north of the 
Big Hatchie River, in the early days of March, little 
less than three score years ago, my father pitched 
his tent, and called it home. There the abode of 
civilization was first planted in that trackless wilder- 
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ness. Then but a lad of less than twelve summers, 
the haunts of the countless wild beasts which filled 
the land are as freshly mapped out as if it were but 
yesterday. The frightful howl of the wolf, and the 
sharp, startling scream of the panther, became as 
familiar as household words. 

*TWfts there in childhood I played; 
In the mitrodden wilderness 1 stxt^jred; 
Ijand of my youth, whose memories last, 
Linking the present with the past. 

Thither my father moved from the sands of the 
old settled part of Mississippi, south of latitude 82°, 
a distance of more than three hundred miles, through 
a wild, trackless, savage territory. The fatigue and 
peril of moving a large family of white and black, 
through a savage wilderness, with all the paraphelv 
nalia of comfortable living, in those "days of md^ 
travel, was an undertaking requiring almost super- 
human endurance and inflexible will, but my ta^beft 
proved himself equal to it. 

In January, 18^ — , through the lonely vistas of the 
pine Woods, was seen a long tmin of movers. Ifi 
fipont rode my father, on his faithful and sure-footed 
dapple-gray mare, with . heavy holsters swinging 
across the pommel of his saddle, with their black bear- 
fiikin covering. Stern, thoughtful and retieent, wife 
indomitable will, he had resolved to xjonvoy his prb^ 
cious charge safely through whatever of peril ®r 
difficulty that should menace him. FxDllowing ci^se 
behind was a large black carryall, containiiig 
mother, grandmother and the young children. The 
carryall (ambulance it would be called wew^a-days) 
my fether had made in North Oaroihm, with wi 
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eye single to ks usefulness m a sleeping apartme»t^ 
as well as ti'aveling vehicle ; long and broad, deep 
sides and high back, with heavy leather curtains, 
lined with thick, green baize, when closely buttoned 
down, &ajA bed made up in it, was comfortable 
enough for an emperor's wife. It was the traveling 
fmd sleeping apartment of my mother, grandmother 
imd three young sisters. 

Provident in arrangement, my father had gone to- 
Mobile and purchased a year's supply of everything 
requisite to a comfortable living in the wilds of ik^ 
Big Hatchle — coffee, tea, rice, sugar, flour, spicjea 
aad medicines, cainis, cotton and spinning-wheels,, 
every variety and kiad of seeds, implements of 
hosbandFy, carpenter and blacksmith tools, and 
aworted nails, not forgetting an ample stock of 
powder, lead and shot, selecting twenty head of 
choice milch cows with their calves an'J yearlings, 
and about the same number of stock hog«- My 
mother contributed her share in the necessary pre- 
paration for the journey ; every one, both black and 
white, were properly and comfortably clad in home- 
spun clothes — stout overcoats for the men and long 
jackets for the women. The seatt^ and knees of her 
boys' pants she padded with dressed buckskin (this 
eeonomic measure is appreciated by all who have 
Biade long journeys, camping out every night). 
The train, when in motion, presented an imposing 
appearance. The weather being favorable, th^ 
country open pinewoods, now and then a few miles 
of neighhm'faood road, which happened to lay in 
om* course, we r^ched the Choctaw territory at 
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nigbtiaU. on the fifth day. There we remained over 
until Monday. My father considered it necessary 
to communicate with the chief, and obtain safe con- 
duct through his territory. These little diplomatic 
arrangements completed, and the services of a 
guide, or pilot, secured, word was given to gear up! 
The second week opened upon us heading slowly 
through the Choctaw nation, rumbling over roots 
and such undergrowth as did not impede travel. 
We made some days as much as ten miles, oftener, 
however, not more than six or eight. We were not 
unfrequently delayed for several days when difficult 
crossings of streams were to be made. Often it was 
found impracticable to construct bridges, when floats 
(pontoons) were made, and the wagons unloaded 
and taken apart, and everything packed across by 
hand. All these difficulties were met and overcome 
with a hearty good will, and songs of good cheer. 
Marvelous had been the stories told the negroes of 
the good things in store for them in the Big Hatchie 
country. That it was literally a land flowing with 
milk and honey; so richin soil that you only had to 
make a hole in the ground with your heel, drop the 
corn into it, and it would grow without work; the 
forest hanging with the most delicious fruits, and the 
ground covered with strawberries; even to fat pigs, 
ready roasted, and running about with knife and 
fork in their backs, much of which they wrought 
into song. 

We found the Choctaws friendly and well dis- 
posed. My father did not, however, relax his vigil 
in having a close watch kept upon the stock during 
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the night. The cows and hogs were helled, so as to 
give tibe alarm when in the slightest disturbed. 
The camp was infested with Indians every night, 
bringing in every variety of game, with other eata-. 
hies, asking to trade. My father had supplied him- 
self with a good stock of beads and red things. A 
lively trade was carried on most every night Ven- 
ison and wild turkeys were in abundance, with beau- 
tiful bead baskets, and every variety of bead-woA. 
A few loads of powder or a red cotton handkerchief 
would play for a fat gobbler or a saddle of venison. 
We fared sumptuously. 

Reaching the Chickasaw territory, the Choctaw 
guide was relieved, my father making him many 
presents for his faithful services, sending presents to 
his chief. A Chickasaw guide was engaged, and the 
course of travel decided upon. To avoid the 
broken country along the head-waters of the numer- 
ous streams flowing westwardly, a more easterly 
direction was advised. 

Leaving the lazy and proverbially filthy Choctaw, 
we entered the Chickasaw nation — noble race of 
the red man, first to resist the iron heel of the white 
man, famed for their bravery and ferocious bearing 
in war, and among the first to make a generous and 
lasting peace, and cultivate the arts of civilization. 
The country through which we traveled was slightly 
rolling, wood principally oak and hickory, devoid 
of tangled u ndergrowth. Traveling for days without 
incident or difficulty worthy of mention, we reached 
the thickly settled portion of the nation, in the 
'ncinity of which was situated the principal village, 
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at which the chief reeaded. It was on a Friday; 
inah trad beast needed rest, and the order was given 
that we WDtild lay ovet till Monday. No ttavel j^iA 
done on the Sabbath. My father, a strict old-side 
Presbyterian, was true to his faith ia " observing Ifee 
fiabbsth, to keep it holy," and required of his femily, 
both blad^ and white, that they should do the msPM. 

The feats we^e pitched npon a lovely g^ot, on the 
mai^gin of a gentle slope overlooking the beautiftil 
priirie to the east, a clear ranning brook close by. 
When the bright morning sun rose, chawing the 
gray mist over the broad expanse srf tfee lovely 
prairie to the east an^ northeast, miBieroits Indian 
setttements, or villages, were seen in the distance. 
The village at which the chief resided lay to the 
noifthwest of us some six miles. Orders w«*e 
given to prepare for washing— to Jack and Jim to 
get out the big kettle and swing it, tbe washlnbs, 
and stretch the clothes-line, the cattle and hogs to 
be driven over in the prairie, and a close wwtch kept 
upon them. 

During the day the chief, accompanied by several 
of his braves and his interpreter, visited the camp. 
The interpreter was a negro slave, and belonged to 
the chief, who owned many slaves. The object of 
his visit was to invite my father to visit iim, ex- 
tending the hospitalities of tl^ village to the whole 
camp. A reciprocal trade was carried on during 
the day. The squaws brought large baskets of com 
«nd pumpkins, some with rice and hominy, others 
with bickory-nut kernels, carefully picked ont,matiy 
Of tkem without being broken. Th^i trade wat in- 
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terrnpted by the boys coming into camp, delighted 
with their findings while roaming over the prairie. 
Everybody's curioeily was excited to see; from a 
dozen voices at once, " Let me nee ! " " Let me see ! " 
^^Ojdo l^me see!^' The obgects of so much cuiicms 
interest were several white flint arrow-heads and a 
large corroded leaden ball. Such was the marvel 
at what had bfeen picked up on the p'rairie that the 
ishief atkd his braves, who hM been standing seetn- 
ingly tinc<mioeipned, were af»plied to for som«diiBg 
trf their history. They eertaiialy fcHid a* history; 
relies of art, of the white and the red man, foniid 
side by side in <iie wilds of a savage country, excite 
the onrious to know something of them. The cbiei, 
a huge maass of fat, T<rith a jolly, good-natured face, 
-and an intelligent, laughing eye, shook hi^ big sides 
with a grunt, and spoke through his interpreter 
thus: "Long, long ago,^' pointing in the dired2<m 
ittom which thfe boys came runmug, "om yonder hill 
a big battle was fonght between the red man and 
the white man. The red men killed all the white 
mien, since which time the red man has been at 
peace with the white man." This was the only in- 
formation obtained to the numerous inquiries as to 
when, and who were the white men engaged in such 
deadly conflict with the red men. The rook from 
which the arrow-head was cut did not exist in 
this re^on. The size of the leaden ball diffei^d 
irom the ordinary rifle bullet then in use, and its 
oorroded state excHed interest as to its antiquity. My 
father, thinking he could throw some light upon the 
^Mibyeet^ spoke^ aMressing himself to the chief, who 
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had settled himself upon the ground, with his fat 
legs crossed under him : " That more than two hun- 
dred and eighty years ago, Spain, a powerful nation 
across the big water, sent a great many big ships, 
with men, arms and ammunition, and fine horses, 
to take possession of all this country; that they 
landed somewhere on the coast of Florida, under 
the command of a great man called Fernando De- 
Soto; that DeSoto, landing his men, guns and horses, 
marched up through the territory of the Alabamas, 
then, turning west, crossed the Tombigbee some- 
where near the Chickasaw village, passing through 
their territory, crossing the Mississippi at the Chicka- 
saw bluffs; that the Chickasaws were offended with 
the strangerB for entering their territory without 
asking their big chief to smoke the calumet^ gave 
them battle, killing a great number; that more than 
one hundred and ninety years after the Spaniards 
passed through the territory of the Chickasaws, the 
French, who claimed all the country on both sides 
of the Mississippi, from its mouth to the great lakes 
in the north, became offended with the Chickasaws 
for taking sides with and helping the Natchez, with 
whom they were at war, seut Bienville, who was 
Governor of Louisiana, with a great army of white 
men and a large number of Choctaws, up the Tom- 
bigbee river to drive them from their territory. 
Bienville, with his soldiers and Choctaw friends, 
landed near the Chickasaw villages, marched out 
and had a big fight at Ackia village." (As the name 
of the village was mentioned, the chief, who, it w^ill 
be remembered, had taken his seat upon the ground, 
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quick as an arrow from its bow, jumped up with 
features animated and both arms extended, gesticu- 
lating in the direction of a hillock to the northeast 
of our camp, sparsely wooded, and repeated the 
name of the village, " Ackia ! Ackia ! ") Resuming, 
he told the chief that his people defeated the French, 
killed a great many, and pursued the remainder to 
their boats; that his people never had been con- 
quered; they were famed in history for their bravery 
and heroic bearing in war. Delighted with such a 
glorious account of his nation, he, with his compan- 
ions, took their leave, making my father promise to 
come out and eat mth him at his village, which he 
promised to do Monday. 

Our tents had been pitched within a few rods of 
the historic ground upon which the village of Ac- 
kia stood, where, more than two hundred and eighty 
years ago, its /•ed defenders put to flight DeSoto and 
his bronzed companions, with their golden spurs, 
where Bienville fought his great battle with the 
brave Chickasaws, where the ashes of the hand- 
some Chevalier D'Artaguettie and the noble De 
Vincennes rest in peace, mingled with mother 
earth. Shall we search for the history of the leaden 
ball and the white flint arrow-head among those 
fallen braves, whose names and deeds have made 
glorious the history of this memorable spot? Let 
us while away the Sabbath in so pleasing a search. 

The Chickasaws gave the French more concern 
than all the nations of red men combined. They 
were the implacable enemies of France. Maintain- 
ing their independence, they greatly weakened and 
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divided th» ^St^m Efl^nre. OommuuieatioB with th^ 
lakes in the north, ^nd New Orleans, was in con- 
stant danger of interruption by the intrepid Chicka* 
saws. With their ced^i^r barks they were ready to 
shoot out into the Mississippi. They permitted no* 
settlement upon the eastern shore of the great river. 
Vjool the Natchez to the Ohio they claimed do* 
minion, and held it against the French, who had. 
ma^ed out as belonging to France all the country 
west of the Alleghani^ to the Rocky Mountains*--^ 
that not a riil or brook that flowed firom the foun- 
tains into the Father of Waters but ran through 
French territory. Independent and resolute, they 
had given aid and comfort to the Natehea, whose 
utter annihilation the French aimed at. In oixier, 
therefore, to secure and reduce the eastern valley 
of the Mississippi, it was necessary to rid them^ 
selves of the Chickasaws. To this end Bienvilie, 
then Goveraxu' of Louisiana, was instructed by thft 
French Government to fit out an expedition equal 
to the undertaking, and drive them from the terri- 
tory. After two years' preparation, fresh ti^oofis 
having been sent out from France, Bienville an- 
nounced himself ready to move with his oxpediticm 
^^on the Chickasaws. He had written to the brave 
young Chevalier D' Artagu^ttie, commanding the Uli*^ 
nois department, to rather all the tix>ops, both white 
and red, undeir his command, and join him in the 
Ckiokasaw territory — to meet him at the Chickasaw 
village on the lasl day of March. Prompt to djity,, 
B'Artaguettie, communicating with Vincenne8,c&aBif*' 
manding the Icoquok and tribes dxx the Wabasli^ 
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aod Mo&tcla^val, commaiadiBg the Miamis wod Dta- 
Q&^$iiBj he was Boon ready and descending the Mis- 
aksippi with one hundred and thirty white troops 
and three hundred and sixty red allies. On the 4th of 
March Bienville left New Orleans with his imposing 
ariciyy finely aj^ointed and equipped, carrying maiy^ 
cimnon. Untoward winds greatly retajpded his move- 
ments, and he did not reach Mobile until the twenty- 
third 4eff. Being delayed there on account of t^ 
eofidition of his boats, it was the 1st of April before 
tiie expedition commenced its move* up the river. 
Two hundred miles from Mobile, on the Tombigbeev 
a depot (^ ammunition and supplies had been estab- 
tablishedjWfeere Bi^a^lle was to be joined by twelve 
bwSMlred w^^ors of the Choctaw tribe* Reachi^ 
their depot "of ^^mmunition sa^ supplies, after innu- 
Dftj^rable d*^ayB, they found the . Choetaws not yet 
arrived. While there, Bienville reviewing his grand 
avmy, his red alUes came up to the number of sis 
hftuKdred, adding greatly to the grand military par- 
ade* Hn the 18th of April Bienville resumed Ms 
mareh up the Tombigbee, «>rriving opposite the 
Chickasaw village the 23d day of M^y^ a month aa4 
twenty-three days behind his appointed time for 
D'Artaguettie to join him. His first order, h^wev^ 
w«s to send out scouts to lea^n something, if they 
OMrid, of ^e expedition from the Dlineis, and te 
recon&oiter the villages^ Securing his boats, and 
eODstruoting a rade foilifieation in front of them, 
he put his arm^^ in moti<m, with tm diQ^s' rationsi 
iMvii^ the commanders of the boats luad a squad 
tf «oldkrs in charge at* the oanaon^ temporarily 
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mounted, camping at the edge of the prairie, som^l- 
six miles from the village. At early dawn, before 
the bright rays of the sun rose over the broad ex- 
panse of the prairie, dissipating the gray mist rising 
from the heavy dew upon the wide-spread waves of 
the tall grass, Bienville put his army in motion. 
Chivalry, upon their richly-caparisoned steeds, rod« 
with glittering pomp by the side of the quick, earn-* 
est step of the broad-shouldered grenadier, and the 
heavy tread of the Swiss guards. The gayly-dressed 
volunteers, among whom were many of the "best 
young bloods" of France, led by the gallant De 
Lassier, bearing flying banners, with cheering mot* 
toes, worked in gay colors by their lady-loves, in* 
q[)ired by lively martial music, presented an imposing 
sight. With soul-stifring aspirations, they did not 
doubt but that it would strike terror into the heart* 
of the red men upon whom they were marching* 
Beware, invaders, beware! the red man's ideas of 
liberty are too deeply rooted in the soil of theiy 
"beloved prairies,'' under which the bones of their 
fikthers lie, to yield without a bloody resistance* 
Keenly alive to the fate of the Natchez, whose vil* 
lages had been laid waste by the French, and thetj 
great chief, witii four hundred of his brave warri€«»| 
manadedj and transported in chains to the slav« 
markets of the islands (already were several hun- 
dred of iiie Natchez tribe, who had been driven 
from their homes and heritage, finding shelter iit 
Ae wigwams of the Chickasaws), the two years iii 
which Bienville had been gathering troops and §^ 
ting out his imposing expedition had not been ke|4 
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A secret froni tlie red tden, whose tathers had lived 
in quiet dominion over their "beloved prairies" for 
ages before the face of the white man was seen on 
the continent. They were ready and prepared for 
the invader. 

Before noon Bienville had reached a position in 
fttU view of the villages. The troops were ordered 
to take refreshments. In the meantime, the scouts 
sent out to learn something of the whereabouts of 
D'Artaguettie, came in, reporting that nothing what- 
ever could be heard of him or his command, nor 
could any signs be found of his having been in the 
country. They reported great commotion going on 
in the villages during the night, but since daylight 
not an Indian had been seen; that the villages 
teemed deserted. All hopes of co-operation from 
Ms northern allies being given up, Bienville decided 
apon an immediate attack. By the aid of his field 
glass, he was enabled to locate the stronghold of the 
defenders of the villages. He decided to move 
upon it at once, appointing Chevalier de Noyan to 
lead the attacking column, composed of fifteen 
grenadiers, chosen from each company, forty-five 
£rom the volunteers, and sixty from the Swiss troops, 
retidning two companies of veterans, who had seen 
service in old France under the gallant Beauchamp. 
The rest of the command was to follow close in sup- 
port of the attacking forces. The stronghold of 
Ae Ohickasaws seemed to be in a row of strongly 
built mud cabins on the apex of the hillock upon 
i^ich the village was situated, flanked right and 
left, front and rear, by mud cabins, separated from 
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€»ach other equi-distant some forty paces. The 
attacking column moved up steadily under coyer of 
mantelets^ borne by a company of negro slavesi 
until they had reached within a few paces of the 
first row of cabins, when a well-aimed volley was 
fired, seemingly from the ground, not exceeding 
twenty paces in front of them, killing several ne* 
groes^ Such was the first shock of the bulletin 
many penetrating through their pent-house forti^ 
fication,that the negroes became panic-stricken, and, 
throwing down their mantelets, took to their he^s. 
The undaunted Noyan, giving orders for the com* 
bined forces to press closely up in support of the 
attacking column, reached the first row of cabins, 
setting fire to the thatched roo&. Pressing past 
them, he soon discovered that they were vacated^ 
Hie Indians occupying them, dischargiug the first 
volley, had escaped under cover to the next or 
middle row, from whence there came a perfect hailr 
storm of bullets, putting his brave soldiers to the 
earth faster than their places could be filled by fresh 
teoops, himself severely wounded. Such was the 
rain of leaden death that his brave troops were 
forced to take shelter behind the first row of cabina. 
The principal officers of his staff* were killed. The 
Chevalier De Coutre, the pride of the army, Isf 
riddled with bullets, weltering in his blood. I>t 
Mortbrum, leading the brave Swiss, fell by his side. 
De Juzan, in executing the order of the intrepid 
Noyan — ^trying to bring to the front the skulking 
soldiers from behind the cabins — ^fell pierced with i| 
half-dozen bc^ls. The Choctaws were ordered \^ 



in Wkst Tennessee. 21 

• 

afid madfe a de^p^rate charge to reach the middle row 
of cabins, but were repulsed with great slai»ghter. 
Bienville, from his standpoint, witnessing the work 
ef destruction going on, and fearing the fate of his 
whele army, sent Beauchamp, with his two compa- 
Bie&, with orders to Noyan to bring off what 
femail^ed of his forces, and as many of his wounded 
as possible. Rapidly advancing, he did not reach 
•fee place where Noyan, though suffering from a 
painful wound, was rallying his troops for another 
€^i«ge, without losing one officer and several of his 
loen* The Chevalier De Noyan had resolved to 
i&Ape the fate of his bravo officers who had borno 
ibe brufit of the attack, or reach the second row 
of eabins. Receiving orders from Bienville to with- 
draw his forces, disabled and suftering, he turned 
fll0 G<Hnnaand over to Beauchamp, who, quick to 
#OBaprehend the situation, ordered a hasty retreat. 
THie noble Grondel had fallen pierced with fivo 
ballets, and was about to be left for the tomahawk, 
when one of his brave grenadiers broke from tho 
Mne and bore him away upon his broad shoulders, 
i^a^ving the sixth while being carried off the field. 
7hus wa& fought what Bienville called the battle of 
Jkckia Village; such the leaden messengers, left by the 
tebve young B'Artaguettie, in the hands of the 
CSiickasaws, to inform him that he had been there — 
tfiat faithful to his trust, obedient to his orders, he, 
with his little army, had waited upon the ground of 
his appointment; that powder and ball was all that he 
left him as a souvenance of his sad fate, in which we 
M^e the history of the *< leaden ball" which had 
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been corroding on the soil of the prairie for an 
hundred years. 

The Chickasaws had given evidence of their skill 
in fortifying themselves against their strong enemy. 
The walls of their cabins were built of wood and 
mud, covered over with the sanie material, and well 
thatched with straw and palmetto, so as to shed the 
rain and keep them dry. The cabins were so con- 
structed, from one another, as to cross their fires 
when the enemy should press in ^mong them. In 
the inside of these fire-and-buUet-proof cabins they 
dug out to the depth of their arm-pits, and npiade 
loop-holes on a level with the ground, from which 
they could firo in perfect safety. . Beauchamp, iu 
writing an account of their inglorious defeat, says: 
" To make an end of the Chickasaw war, it is neces* 
sary to have a detachment of workmen — of miners 
and bombardiers — with implements and instruments 
necessary to ferret out these savages, who burrow, 
like badgers, in their cabins, which are very mucb 
like ours. Bienville made a precipitate retreat to 
his boats, consigning his cannon to the waters of 
the Tombigbee, together with two thousand hea,jry 
manacles, which were in reserve to bind the libertyr 
loving Chickasaws, and transport them from their 
native prairies to the slave markets. Dispirited, 
with feverish disappointment, he turned his boats 
down stream with what remained of his shattered 
army, never to invade the territory of the independ- 
ent Chickasaws again." 

What of the Chevalier D'Artaguettie, and the red 
allies of the Northern lakes, whose sad fate was 
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unknown to the retreating and discomfited Bien- 
ville? The reader will recollect that we left him 
descending the Mississippi with his expedition to 
join Bienville at the Chickasaw village, on the last 
day of March. We next find him at a point on the 
Mississippi called Ecores a Tnidomme^ a place not 
marked on our modern maps. It was most likely at 
the Chickasaw Bluflfe, where Memphis now, in the 
pride of her city life and commercial prosperity, 
stands, as below the bluff the country on the East- 
ern banks of the river must have been overflowed 
at that period of the year to the " Walnut Hills,*' 
upon which Vicksburg now stands. Here we find 
him on tiie fourth of March, waiting for Tmcennes 
and Montcheval, who were following him close 
behind,and Grampree, commanding the Arkansas on 
the White river. After several days^ waiting, he 
was joined by Vlncennes with forty Iroquois war- 
riors, and three hundred and twenty of the Illinois, 
Miamis and Dacotahs. In his anxiety not ^ disap- 
point Bienville, he put his expedition in motion, 
which then consisted of one hundred and thirty 
whites, three hundred and sixty red allies under 
Vincennes, and thirty Arkansians from Grarapree's 
command. By slow marches he had lioped that 
Montcheval and Grampree would come up with him. 
We next find him in the heart of the Chickasaw 
Territory, waiting for his scouts to bring him tid- 
ings of Bienville. The time for them to co-operate 
against the village was rapidly growing near, and 
yet Grampree anoMontcheval had not come up. His 
red allies were becoming restive, and provisions 
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wero getting short. Father Senac, a Jesuit pmst, 
was his comforter, yet the ardent young chevufier 
was filled with misgivings. While waiting, and 
before the return «f his Indian scouts, a courier 
arrived in camp, bringing him a letter from Bien- 
ville, saying that, owing to innumerable delays and 
difficulties, it would be the end of April before he 
cduld reach the Chickasaw villages. Slowly reading 
the letter, he rose, handing it, open, to Father Se^ae, 
and walked to the end of his tent, repeating : "Not 
till the end of April ! Impossible ! In the heart of 
la ferdcioud, wily enemy's territory, on a hostile 
e:q>edition, with less than a foii»!iigbt'g provisions, 
impossible I imp6^ible ! '' Oontinuing his walk, lie 
oaine to the headqtiarters of Vincennes, with whom 
he took counsel. Father Senac, who regarded 
D'Artliguettie as the "i^ple of his eye," fcdlowed 
with Bienville's letter, joining the two brave com- 
manders. He was welcomed as a counsellor. The 
three were long eng«^ed in discussing the grave 
question, what to do. Jti^t then the scouts came up, 
reporting that they had gone beyond the great prai- 
ries, to the water of the Tombigbee, and no tidings 
of the expedition from bdow were to be found any- 
where; that they had reoonnoitered the villages, 
. passing around them so cautiously that they did not 
think "the eve of a Chidca^iaw Imd seen them.** 
The question was debated, whether to return to 
the boats on the Mississippi, tiien sixty leagues off, 
or attempt the capture of some of the smaller vil- 
lages, and secure supplies to ktertlihem until the end 
of April, when relief would be obtained by the 
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arrival of Bienville. The scouts and their red 
friends advocated the latter course, reporting that 
they had discovered a village more isolated, con- 
taining not more than thirty cabins; that, from 
its being so quiet, it must be the village in which 
the Natchez refugees were dwelling; that they 
thought it easily surprised and taken, when plenty 
of provisions would fall into their hands; they could 
then fortify themselves and remain until the arrival 
of Bienville. To Artagiiettie and Vincennes, the 
argument seemed feasible, and they adopted that 
course of action. Orders were given to that end, 
and the early morning dawned upon that brave little 
army in motion, in the direction of the village, offer- 
ing so much hope, then a day and a half march to 
the east As the last rays of the sun, on the follow- 
ing evening, were lengthening the shadows of the 
tall hickories, on the high ridges bordering the prai- 
ries, Artaguettie, with his companions in arms, came 
in sight of the village, some two miles distant in the 
prairie. Beautifully situated on a hillock, the cov- 
eted village stood; the soft mellow rays of the god 
of day were fast receding from the tall wood, 
lengthening its golden rays across the broad prairies 
to the east, reflecting .golden hues from the straw- 
covered cabins of the quiet-looking village. Con- 
Bcious of being unobserved, the command fell back 
to a sfnall running branch, and rested upon their 
arms. At midnight Artaguettie, Vincennes and the 
pious Father Senac met to devise the order of 
attack. It was arranged that, an hour before day, 

Vincennes, with his red allies, take a position within 
2 • 
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^arbiae raag« of the village to the east, and lay 
down iu the tall grass and wait for the signal of 
attack; Artaguettie commanding his white troops to 
take a position to the west of the village. The 
hour for movement found the catitions Vincennes, 
with his three hundred and mxty red men, moving 
round to the position assigned them, so noiseless 
imd soft the tread of the red warriors that not a 
hlade of gras^ was ruffled or displaced. Arriving 
at the appointed place, orders, by signa, were given , 
to lay down, the tall grass waving over them. Arta- 
, guettie had moved up to his position behind a large 
thicket of reeds, out of which gushed a bold spring, 
forming a murmuring brook, winding its course to 
the southeast of the village. The last hour of th« 
night was hushed into silence — ^painful silence; not 
a stir came up from the village ; nought was heard 
but the pulsations of tKe hundreds of anxious hearts 
lying in wait for the signal to attack. All was still 
— still as midnight sleep. Why this death-like 
stillness? Had the quick eye of the ever- watchful 
Chickasaw been drowsy ? Was he asleep ? Had the 
tiger left his lair and taken himself to better quar- 
ters? Daylight alone would dispel the pamful 
stillness. At the dawn of day the signal to attack 
was given. Simultaneously rose from the tall grass, 
not an hundred yards behind where De Vincennes 
had taken his position, three hundred and jfifty 
Chickasaws. With the war-whoop and yells uur 
earthly, they rushed with ferocious impetuosity 
upon the red allies, producing such wild confusion 
among the Miamis and Dacotahs that they took to 
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ftight> leavtng the forty Iroquois and thirty Arkansas 
to receive the shock of battle. Bravely they with- 
stood it, fighting hand to hand; out-numbered five to 
onej they fought with Spartan courage until there 
was ikot one of the seventy left to tell the tale of 
their heroism, worthy a better fate. Vincennes was 
taken alive. The triumphant Chickasaws, wide 
afwake 2» to what was going on in the village^ 
pressed in through the approaches from whence the 
French exf)ected iheir allies, with such surprising 
slaughter, that before the sun was fairly above the 
eastern horizon, the gallant Artaguettie, with fifteen 
of his command, were all that remained alive. 
Father Senac might have made his escape, but he 
braved death to remain with his young friend Arta- 
guettie, who was severely wounded. The flying 
Miamis and their red friends were pursued with 
such terrific slaughter that but few reached the Mis- 
g-ssippi with their lives. The Chickasaws treated 
their distinguished prisoners with kind attention, 
drei^n^ their wounds, and ameliorating their suffer- 
ings. Their fate, however^ was to them full of pain- 
full misgivings. 

More than two thousand pounds of powder, twelve 
tiKxtlsand bullets and many guns fell into the hands 
of the Chickasaws, which, two months later, was 
skillfully and effectually used against Bienville and 
his grand army. But what of the white flint arrow- 
head? May it not have been hurled from the strong 
bow of the undaunted Iroquois, cut from their na- 
tive chalk clifife on the Great Lakes in the north ? 
Vho will say that the white flint arrow-head shall 
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not share with the red men of the north the glories 
of the first battle of Ackia Village? 

We return to Artaguettie and his brave compaa- 
ions. A grand council was called, its decision taken, 
and preparations rapidly going on for its execution* 
On a hillock near the village "busy life " was seea 
during the day, after the meeting of the grand coun? 
cil. Stalwart men were seen carrying huge load^ 
of finely split wood, others were driving stakes iu 
the ground, around which several hundred Indians- 
men, women and children — ^had collected, It had 
been decreed, according to a long-established cus- 
tom of the Chickasaws, to make a triumphant sacrir 
fjce of their captives by burning them at the stake. 
When the evening began to grow nigh, the sun, 
through the purplish, sombre clouds, flitting across 
the western horizon, reflecting its blood-red raya 
upon the clear sky in the east, all eyes were anx* 
iously turned toward the village, from whence g^ 
grand procession was moving. In front, the hand- 
some young Chevalier D' Artaguettie, who had braved 
death in^ every form; by his side, the pious Father 
Senac; following close behind, the noble De Vinr 
cennes and fifteen other victims, escorted by several 
hundred painted warriors. On the procession moved, 
ascending the hillock— the same, most likely, where 
Bienville stood two months later, when he sent his 
faithful Beauchamp to bring off his shattered army. 
The moment was hushed into painful silence; the 
victims were marched to the circle of stakes, one 
by one. There were seventeen stakes, and yet there 
were eighteen victims. One by one were tightlj 
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bound until the seventeenth stake had its victim. 
Alone stood bj the great chief a brave young sol- 
dier of not more than sixteen years. He was re- 
served to be returned to his white-faced chief, to 
inform him and his people of the fate of his com- 
rades. In the center of the circle of stakes jfinely- 
split wood was piled up as high as the heads of the 
victims; circling the stakes was a high pile of fag- 
gots. Everything being ready, the faggot-master 
ordered the fire, when an hundred torches were ap* 
plied, and the triumphant dancehegSinyWSir'mng& and 
yells most hideous. The last rays of the setting sun 
made lurid the ascending smoke from the savage 
funereal pyre, and the crackling flames, rising high 
above the surrounding wood, took the place of the 
god of day, and the wild chant and frantic dance 
went on. Thus perished the first attempt of the 
white man to plant the "iron heel" of despotism 
upon the native soil of the Chickasaws. 

Leaving our beautiful camping-ground on the 
margin of the prairie, my father directed his course 
toward the village to redeem his promise — ^to eat 
with the chief. The country was an open hickory 
barren, and but few obstructions were found to im- 
pede travel. We arrived at the village by noon. 
The chief, with his escort, met my father at the 
edge of the village, conducting him and the entire 
train in front of his place of dwelling, which was on 
a broad street running through the center of the 
village east and west, studded on each side with 
antiquated looking china-trees, giving quite the ap- 
pearance of civilized life. A big dinner had been 
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prepared, and everybody, black as well as white, 
participated in the great chief's regal hospitality. 

The chief and his braves talked much of the Big 
Hatchie country, calling it their hunting-ground, 
exhibiting many bear and panther skins procured 
in that region. The chief showed my father great 
kindness, sending several of his be6t hunters k\or\g 
with us to kill game and pilot the best route to 
Bolivar, then an Indian trading-post. Leaving the 
village an hour before nightfell, we camped at a 
fine spring. Resuming travel the next morning, 
it was continued without interruption, our Itidian 
guides bringing in a venison or fat gobbler every 
day, arriving at Bolivar the last week in Febru»Ty^ 
having been in the wilderness forty d^ys and nights. 

Bolivar was then a small trading-post, poorly sup- 
plied with goods, wares and merchandise, except 
such as were profitable in trading with the In- 
dians. My father crossed the river Big Hatchie^ 
and turned down it, following a blaze, digging down 
hills and making pole ridges until he reached 
the vicinity where Denmark, in Madison county^ 
now stands. Here we came to a "three-notched** 
road, which had just been cut out, leading froni 
Jackson to Brownsville. Taking the west end^ 
running in the directioij we were traveling, we ai^ 
rived at the latter place in the afternoon of tie 
following day. Brownsville had just been laid off 
and established as the county site of Haywood 
county. It contained not a dozen houses. Thi 
court-house and jail were bfeing built of logs. Otit 
place of destination was still some twenty odd tiiites 



171 Wesf Tennessee, 31 

iurtker \^at, in tiie hieart of the wilderness. My 
fi^tkief , haviag ppx)vided himself with correct maps 
ABid surveys of th^ country, was enabled to work his 
way to tiie tract of land upon which he designed 
settling. Spring opening upon' us, he was anxi ous 
to find the en^ o^ ^^^ coad-making, and pushed on 
to find re^. Finding a newly-blazed way, showing 
BOW an^ then that wagon-wheels had gone over it, 
liBading in the dirck^on we were going, my father 
availed himself of it for the distance of seven or 
eigl^ ittiles. Coming to a large creek, impassable 
without Ijridging at that season of the year, tents 
were pitched for an indefinite number of days. 
Bverj one t^tat coiuld use an ax, hatchet or hoe 
leas called into requisition paaking roads and build- 
ing b^dge% -Bhrae pi^tty good-sized creeks and 
numerous branches intervened between our camp 
ajid the place of d^tination. The direction being 
north of west, die compass was non-available in 
finding the coqrse. To obviate this difficulty, my 
fether wonld ride ahead in the proper direction as 
fer as the sound of his big horn could be heard, and 
blow, the negroes to be guided by the blowing of 
the horn, blazing the way until they came up to 
him. In this way he obtained quite a straight line 
to foIk>w in cutting out the road. After many days 
of toil the ro^d was cut, bridges made and hills dug 
down. Monday, of the second week in March, tents 
were strucjc and rolled up, never to be used again 
in traveling. That night we arrived on the bank of 
the beautiful creek mentioned in the opening of 
this chapter, making the trip in forty-eight days. 
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In a virgin land, teeming with nature's richest 
verdure, unknown to the ruthless tread of oppres- 
sion, preserved for countless ages as the chosen 
hunting-ground of the red men, civilization had 
come to exercise dominion over it — ^to found its 
places of abode. Little did the pioneer settlers 
think that in less time than man's ordinary span of 
active life, the march of improvement, the progress 
of the age, would so soon cover its broad acres. It 
is not of the present that we would write, but of 
our country in its infant days, when the ax was a 
stranger in its giant forests; when the plow-share 
and the grubbing-hoe was first made bright and 
dull in preparing — ^in making it ready for enjoying 
civilized life — ^when its greatest need was man. The 
woods had already given signs of the opening of an 
early spring; the hickory was budding, and dog- 
wood blossoms were whitening the forest — sure 
signs that the last frost had made its appearance. 
Dependent for "the staff of life" upon the growing 
of a crop of com, everything was under strain to 
get through building and go to clearing. My father 
had selected his building site on a high level, or 
bench, fronting on the bluff, under which was the 
noted "Bluff Spring;" the land to the south and 
west slightly undulating, heavily wooded with pop- 
lar, black walnut, ash, oak and hickory. Before the 
end of the month we were all comfortably housed 
in a double log-house (of eourse), front gallery, with 
shed-room behind; the garden spot selected, cleared, 
grubbed (grubbing was the hardest work, the spot 
being a hazle-nut thicket) and planted, and all hands 
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in the new ground. By the 1st of June eighty acres 
were cleared, under fence and planted in corn, with 
a small patch of cotton for domestic use. The gar- 
den teeming with every variety of early vegetables, 
the woods overrun with wild pea-vines (the delight 
of the cow), we had milk and butter in abundauce, 
with good hog prospect. But the hogs — ^the great- 
er trouble was to keep the bear oflF them; they 
required to be constantly watched during the day? 
and driven up at night. I remember an occurrence 
that happened one day, while we were all in the new 
ground, chopping, cleaning up, and burning brush, 
worthy to be related as a bear-kog story. The hogs 
were driven out in the new ground, where the hands 
were at work, that an eye could be kept upon them. 
Jiate in the afternoon, when the clear ring of the 
aXy and the crackling fire, looming up from the 
brush-heap, was attracting every one's attention, we 
were startled by the sharp squeal of a hog, not more 
than one hundred yards off. The cry arose from 
many voices, "The bear — the bear has got a hog; 
it 's the old big sow. I know her squeal — call the 
dogs. Here, Dash, here ! Here, Sound, here, here ! 
Send for master, with his long gun.'' In the mean- 
time Jim, an athletic negro man, ran with all his might 
toherrelief(itwa8the old big sow, sure enough^ahuge 
sow with saddle-skirt ears) with his ax. So intent 
was bruin in securing his bacon that he did not 
heed the coming up of the negro man, who, intent 
upon dealing a death-lick, approached within easy 
Striking distance. With ax raised high in air he 
let drive — ^his foot slipped — sprawling he went, his 



34 Beminiscenees of <M IHmes 

ax grazing the tear's h^A. Btnmy infiirmtedv 
mounted Cufly, dptistwlmg him bis fiiU len^h upon 
the ground. Men, woihen and chiMreb scrbanied 
for help. Help Was, luckily^ jost in time; Thi 
dogs were up, and engaged the Mack ntionster'ib 
attention, pinching him behind evefy time he would 
put his head down to bit<B Jiiiij until my fiifher catiiB 
up with his long single-barrel. Apprtmchiri^ as xAdm 
as possible, fearing a stray shot might find its bom^ 
in one of his favorite dogs, he reached witibtin k Ifew 
feet. The dogs, being encoura^ed^ made a faiioufe 
attack, pressing the bea? to a roiit, when hfe riished^ 
with an angry growl, wide smd ^xteiided jax^s, tow=. 
ard my father, until he reached the muuzle iy£ thB 
long single-barrel. Thrasting it dowii his broad 
throat, he fired. Old Bruin sunk up©n his knetes^ 
to rise no more. The long single-barrel Wias a nota- 
ble " London fowling-pieee." My feither had bi-oiight 
it from ]N"orth Carolina, from wheiice he moved to 
the old-settled portion of Mississippi. It was seven 
feet long. Twenty-four "blue whistlers" was tm 
ordinary "buck load," and two ounces of small shot 
for a duck load* It was a common occurreiK^e, when 
fired into a drove of deer, to '* bring down " tbrfee dt 
four. Deer were so plentiful that, in riding thtough 
the woods, it was rare to be out of sight of otie; 
During the winter and early spring it was (ioramon 
to see as many as thirty and forty in one herd. In 
the spring they fed principally on the youn^ budsi. 
They would frequent at night the "new groiind'' to 
teed upon the tender buds of the small growth 
which had been cut down duriug the day. "Fire- 
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htlntiAg'' b^ame a favxmte^as well i« an eftfiy,modid 
of hanti«g* I remetober^ one dark, cloudy nighty 
" Tf e boys ^' had gone to bed, my ftither lialloded op 
J»ek from Ids " quartets " to fiii his pan and make 
rewdy ft>r a fine hunt on the "new-ground." "Wis 
boys" were up and dressed in a jifl^, not surprised^ 
however, thftt we could n't go^ but to be up and wait 
thfe rostilt of the hunt until the big gun fifed, was 
ill we wanted. Off stalked Jack, with tiie fire-^^ 
upoii hife shoulder, my father trailing dose behind 
him, with his long single-barrel, " we boys " follow- 
ing to th^ front steps (the entmnce to the broad lawn 
in front of Ore house was over steps made of square 
hewed logs), where we took our seats — (I might M 
well sfey here that there were five of " we boys," two 
older and two younger than the writer) — watching 
in breadilees silence the windings of the fire-pan 
through the new-ground. " There," says the oldest 
brother, "they have found eyes. See Jack moving 
his pan, so as to give father a good sight" The 
words were hardly uttered when, batiff! went the old 
long-gun. No longer restrained, we broke for the 
"fire-pan," tumbling over brush and poles> which for 
the most part covered the ground^ the two younger 
brothers crying out, now and then, "Stop; please 
don't leave us; it's so dark we can't see." Coming 
up to where the fire was bumitigj upon a large 
stump, we found ftither and Jack dragging the deer 
togetiaer. He had killed four outright, and crippled 
or woutided others. The dogs, alive to what was 
going on, were there before we came up. Follow- 
ing the btood of the wounded, they soon came up 
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to two more de^, which were dragged up to the 
others. Half a dozen deer at one ^ot seems in- 
credible. Facts, however, are sometimes stranger 
than fiction. The deer were feeding upon the ten^- 
derbuds around a newly-made brush-heap, standing 
thick as sheep round a salt-log. Beside, a discharge 
of twenty-four "blue whistlers'' into a herd of deer 
such as were then seen in the wilds of the Big 
Hatchie, and particularly when standing circled 
round a brush-heap, from such a gun, was but little 
short of the destructive projectiles from the " littie 
more grape. Captain Bragg," against the Mexicans. 
The cart was sent for, and the six deer taken to the 
house. Venison was no rarity, however; only the 
number of eyes that were seen, and how thick they 
stood round the brush-heap, was discussed. We 
were all getting tired — particularly the negroes— of 
« blue jerk." 

The reader must bear with me in our pers&rud his- 
tory; we have aught else yet to write about. We 
were yet in the wilderness — ^in a wilderness of game 
— deer, bear, now and then an elk, the wolf, the 
panther, wildcat and catamount, and all the various 
sorts of " varmints." We had no neighbors, and if 
we had had, there were no roads leading to their 
dwelling-places. There were not so many as a half 
dozen cotemporary settlers north of the Big Hatchie, 
in Tipton county, and the nearest was twelve miles 
off, by section lines. And we had not become ac- 
quainted. It was not until fall, when the hunting 
season opened, that we saw or held intercourse with 
red or white man. The county was yet visited by 
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bands of Chickasaw hunters, every fall and winter. 
They still regarded it as their hunting ground. My- 
narrative, therefore, must be, for the most part, 
wrought from the wildwoods and its innumerable 
tenants, in which much of our personal history must 
crop out. The general features of the country north 
of the Hatchie, except for its richness of soil, giant 
forests, impenetrable canebrakes, tare-blanket thick- 
ets, grape and bamboo jungles, and the wild pea-vine 
in spring and summer, so thickly matted — overrun- 
ning the undergrowth — as to impede travel on foot 
or horseback, presented nothing of topographical 
interest. The same may be said of the country ex- 
tending to the mouth of the Ohio and Tennessee 
rivers. It had long been the favorite hunting- 
ground of the Chickasaws and pioneer settlers, 
who were, for the most part, men of the woods, and 
lived by the chase. Of such were Davy Crockett, and 
many like him. 
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CHAPTER n. 

Early Settlers Forming Neighborhoods — Joe Seahorn and 
the Hog's Hide — Nancy and her Peril with the Panther — 
Panther Hunt — The Road to Covington — First Ferry in 
Tipton on the Hatchie — Dickens and his Tax^ — Old 
Jach 

BuRifiD, a6 it were^ in the wiM^mesft^ beyond this 
butsfefts of bu&y civilised life> we lived ilk Quaket 
Blmplicity. The schoolmaster afed tbe preacher bad 
ftot yt9t irnved in the land^HiOthing around tts td 
itobue the yotabg mind tvith "* sienee of the vanity 
erf the world;" Pdef-s of the noblefet of the land,wi6 
W^re a tow uflto ourselves, drawing phiiofeophy firoril 
tiife shades of thte wild woods and the proftoslbn of 
wild flowers that decked the bosom of mothei* earthi 
Our father dignified labor by requiring that every 
one should put his " hand to the plow.'* The field 
and the new ground were the objects of interest. 
During the spring and summer months the settling 
of our new honw went on swimmingly. The bear 
and the hogs gave the only trouble — was the only 
source of annoyance. Their voracious appetites for 
hog-meat often exceeded the vigils of the herds- 
man. Many were torn and shockingly lacerated 
before he, with his dog and gun, could 'get to their 
relief It may be interesting to the reader to know 
the habits and mode of the bear in procuring food. 
They often exhibit more than beastly skill in that 
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partiettlan Oautiously aj^daching the hog, tinder 
cover of thick UBderbrush^ a large tree or log, they 
make their way until within reach, whfen^ rearing 
up upon their hinder feet^ and making a leap, the 
hog ib safe within the folds of their strong arms. 
Sinking deep their broad jaWs across the hog's back, 
close up to the shoulders, they go to work to gratify 
their greedy waiting not fol* the animal to die. The 
most timid of the inld beasts of the woods, yety 
when they get a taste of the blood of their victim, 
they hdM on like grim death, ofteti contending fear- 
lessly with man and dog for their prey. It is in 
suihiiie]^ alotie that they feed on flesh, upon whidi 
they never grow fat. As ^oon iais the mast begins 
to harden they quit the fields and hog-meat^ and 
soon begin to fatten. It is a novel sight to see them 
feedir^ ih the "lappin season." This b^ns in the 
iarly fell, before the aeoms begin to fall to thd 
ground. They climb up the tallest oaks of the for- 
est,, and with their gi'eat arms ffiey gather the limbd 
tc^ether as a sheaf of wheat, holding On to them 
until stripped of their fruit. In this way they con- 
tinue through the lap, until the tree is stripped of 
its acorns^ or Until he gets his fill. By early winter 
they become fet, in a good mast year, tad house up 
for thb balance of the winter in some secluded 
place, near water, only coming otit when thirsty^ 
until spring. With old bear-hunters, the time for 
them to unhouse themselves is when the dogwood 
begins to blossom; the she-bear brings out her 
young then. February is the month for th^r par- 
turition. 
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Soft, golden, sunny September, when the forest ig. 
in the " sear and the yellow leaf," with her crimson, 
sunsets and "gray morn," sure signs of the first 
frost, is the happy period of the hunter's life — when 
the deer will have shed their summer suit j and taken 
on his winter gray and blue; the antlers of the 
noble buck dropping their soft velvet covering, and* 
becoming hard and white; the bear getting lazy 
from his surfeit of fat, and taking himself to the. 
thick jungle for winter quarters; the wild turkies, 
in countless numbers, flocking from the ridges to 
the bottoms. The most inviting grounds on the 
green earth, to the hunter, was the Big Hatchie 
country, at the period when my father moved to it. 
We marvel not that the Chickasaws had chosen it 
as their favorite hunting-ground. 

During the fall and winter new-comers began to 
find their way, and found settlements north and 
east of us, yet we were without neighbors, save a 
few squatters and occupants. The smoke from their 
cabins could be seen rising up through the dense 
forest in many directions. Our nearest squatter 
neighbor was old Mrs. Seaborn, her son Joe, and 
son-in-law Bill Barnes. Joe and Bill were noted 
for living well, without ever being known to work; 
they dressed well and rode fine horses, and were 
rarely found at home. Where they went, or what 
they brought away, concerned but few, as they were 
not hemmed in by inquisitive neighbors. Joe was 
no hunter; Bill, however, was a good bee-hunter. 
The wild-woods aftbrded an abundance of honey- 
giving flowers; beside, in the virgin freshness of 
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the land, the honey-dew lay heavy upon the thick 
foliage during the spring months. With Bill 
Barnes, honey was his only staple commodity, and 
afforded the main support of the Seahorn family. 
For the want of vessels to put his honey in, he 
resorted to the digging of troughs in which to keep 
tt. An occurrence soon happened that required him 
to pre-empt in some other section of the wild-woods. 
My father had been missing some of his fattening 
hogs at a period of the year when old Bruin did 
not feed upon flesh. Old Jack, who was the hog 
minder and defender, was put to look out fbr signs 
that would lead to solve the mystery of the missing 
hogs. He was not long in getting on the right 
track. Stalking through a thick hazlenut thicket 
near the squatters' cabin, his dog grabbed up from 
behind a large log, the skin of a hog. It proved, 
from the flesh-marks, to be the skin of one of the 
missing hogs. Cutting a pole, he hoisted it upon 
his shoulder and brought it home. The mystery 
of the missing hogs was solved. My father sent fbr 
Joe Seahorn, and required from him an explanation 
as to how the hide of one of his hogs came to be 
covered up in the leaves near his house. Seahorn 
vowed his want of knowledge and total ignorance 
in the matter, visiting imprecations upon old Jack's 
head, swearing tliat the old negro lied if he said 
that he found the hide near his hotiae, and accused 
him of being the guilty party, and then laying it 
upon him, to throw suspicion oft* from himself and 
the other negroes. My father, however, was in no 
wise convinced of Seahorn's innocence. Negro tes- 



42 Heminisemces of Old Times 

tiraony being of no avail, he made him to understand 
that he muBt find an occupant claim in some other 
quarter, more congenial to the occupation he pro- 
posed following. Seahorn's hog-stealing soon found 
a place in song. Some of the boys worked off sev- 
eral verses, which was sung to the tune of "Harper's 
Creek and Roaring River/' The following four linA 
are yet remembered of it, as it was sung in the neigh- 
borhood, by the boys and negroes: 

<< Joe Seaborn, lie stoVd a hog, 
The hide he hid behicd a log. 
Old Jack's d'^g, he found th > hide, 
Ajid S)J9khorii swore that J%.:k be lie).'' 

Early on the following morning, old Mrs. Seahoro 
came over to see my mother, to get her to " speak 
to the 'Squire," as she said, " not to be hard on my 
boy Josey." By way of a peace-offering, she brought 
an apron-full of "nice dried peaches," w^hich she had 
cut and dried with her own hands; "and," says she, 
" here is some nice, new honey. I told the boys, 
last spring, when they showed my boy Pinkey where 
the white mare was, that when Bill Bf^rnes cut a bee 
tree, I would give them a fill of honey; so here it is. 
I just brought it along in this gourd; it's my milk 
gourd; it's very nice." Then she appealed to my 
mother to talk to the 'Squire, and get him not 
to be hard on Josey. " And," says she, " we ain't 
going to stay hdre long, so I brought you some ctf 
the best peach-seed you ever did see; they's as yel- 
lew as gold, big as your two fists, and, when ripe, 
you can sock your thumb in them plumb to tbe 
seed ; they is cling-stones. I just thought," said she, 
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" I woirid bring yon them as a friendly offering, and 
something for yon all to remember me by, for you 
all has been mighty kind to we all. Nancy was so 
sorry she didn't have something to send the 'Squire. 
She talks so much about his saving her from being 
eaten up by the panther. . We all love the 'Squire 
for his kind act in saving Nancy's life from the jaws 
of the ugly beast. Do, pray, speak to the 'Squire 
not to be hard on Josey." My mother gave her a 
little cdffee, which she tied up in the corner of her 
apron. With many thanks she bid her good-morn- 
ing, saying, " Please do speak to -the 'Squire not to 
be hard on Josey." The circumstance of my fether's 
having saved little Nancy from a shocking death, 
occurred in this wise : The squatter's cabin was a 
short distance above the bluff spring, near the 
creek; they got their drinking water out of a "wet- 
weather spring," which, in dry weather, went diy. 
When they had to resort to the bluff spring for 
drinking water, one afternoon, late in the fall, little 
Nancy had been sent to the bluff spring. The 
path leading from t^e squatter's cabin meandered 
down a deep ravine to where it empted iti the creek, 
Mid thfence down to the spring. The little girl had 
dver-staid her time, at the spring; the shades of 
evening were fast upon her. When she started 
iMtek, tripping along until she reached the mouth of 
the ravine, Ivhere the path turned through a dark 
jtthgle of undergrowth and over-hanging vines, a 
iiage patiiher sprang upon her. My father happened 
to be on the hill above, where a couple of negro men 
w6re tk work on some mill timbers. Hearing the 
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scream of little Nancy, whom he had seen leaving* 
the spring with her gourd of water, he immediately 
comprehended that something terrible had befallen 
her. The child's scream and wail increased and 
was heart-rending. He made for her with the 
utmost haste. The tw.o negro men followed. 
Luckily, he had his short, large-bore rifle with him. 
Reaching the mouth of the ravine, the scream of 
the child came from across the creek. He noticed 
the big gourd the little girl was carrying, at the mouth 
of the ravine, and quickly comprehended the peril 
she was in. He ran across the creek (the water 
was shallow), and upon reaching the top of the 
bank, he discovered a large panther, just entering 
the thick cane, fast hold of little Nancy, in the act 
of dragging her over a large log. The panther had 
just mounted the log, holding on to Nancy by the 
arm close up to her shoulder. Showing his broad 
side, quick as thought, a well-aimed bullet was sent 
through his heart. At the crack of the rifle, the 
panther sunk upon the log quivering in death. 
The two negro men were at my father's back when 
he fired, running up with their axes (seeing that the 
monster still held on to the little girl's arm), to give 
him the final blow. The panther was dead, yet her 
great jaws were fast hold of Naucy^s arm, and had 
to be prized open to relieve her. Her little arm 
was shockingly larcerated and torn ; otherwise, 
save some slight scratches, she was unhurt. It was 
a she panther, and her aim was to drag the child 
alive toherden, where she had her young. The men 
cut a grape vine, noosed it around the panther's 
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neck, and dragged it home, while my father took 
little Nancy in charge to her mother. It was for 
thus rescuing little Nancy from the jaws of death 
that old Mrs. Seahorn had ei^ressed herself so 
grateful. Hardly had they gotten across tiie creek, 
when, » the thick cane behind them, rang, with the 
wild shrieks and yells of a panther, the mate of the 
old she just killed. He had doubtless been standing 
guard to the ybung cubs, sharpening his teeth upon 
hearing the screams of the child, and ready for the 
slaughter. His disappointment, and absence of his 
companion, had brought forth his terrific yells. 

My father decided that night to give the old gentle- 
man panther a warming the next morning. He was 
certain to be found near the den, watching over the 
cubs, and waiting the return of their dam. Every 
arrangement was made for the hunt. My two eldest 
brothers had killed their deer. The next to the 
oldest had become an expert hunter. Life in the 
woods, with rifle in hand, he greatly preferred to 
the " plow handles." He was a splendid shot with 
all, never failing to bring down his gobbler at long 
range. The old long, single barrel, the short, large 
bore (called a Torger), and the little rifle, running 
sixty bullets to the pound, were all the guns my 
father had. Old Jack, who generally formed one of 
the party in a hunt, and who was a pretty good shot^ 
was sent over to Mrs. Seahorn's to borrow BUI 
Barnes' rifle. (Joe and Bill Barnes were absent at 
the time.) By sun-up we were all across the creek 
(I was permitted to go along to see the young cubs 
As well as the fun). Reaching the log upon which the 
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old she was killed the evening before, the dogs 
dashed off on a running tniil in the (Jil^ction she 
was aiming to drag her prey. To pui'sue with 
rapidity was impossible; the thick eane land jungle 
was, for the most part, impenetrable, and but for the 
openings caused by the rotting ont of the Mien trees, 
it Would have been impossible for man to have 
gotten through it. "Hark! hark!" says my father, 
^* the doys have come to a bay ; keep A shatp lobt otit 
boys." The sharp, angry bark of the dogs impelled 
the hunters forward as rapidly as they could go; Get- 
ting close upj warning was given to " keep a sharp 
look out;" Soon we came upon them surrounding a 
large "clay-root," their hair erect, barking mopt 
fiercely. •*liist! list!! boys, the old fellow is 
ci*0uclied some where near ; keep a sharp look otti" 
Just then old Jack had gotten within a few feet of 
the clay-root; when my father tioticed it, from the 
crouched position of one of the dogs, and his fierce 
gaze through the opening of the cane overhead, he 
called to him, " Look out, Bull sees him." Bimulta- 
fteously with the quick spoken Words of W8«Tiing to 
otd Jack, came the sharp crack 6£ the little rifle, 
and wiHi It th^ sjir^rwi of Jack, and the panther 
upon him. In ^n instant the dogs covered both 
Juck aifid the panther. The motnent was terrific 
afad painful, until the negro began to crawl out fi'om 
Hnder the dead monster. The next to the eldest 
brother, quickly comprehending the situation, in his 
eagerness to get the first shot, had slipped around to 
the body of the large fallen tree^ where he could 
get a full view of the " cky-root," which rose above" 
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the bending cq^ne, discovering the panther crouched 
upon a large root, intently watching the raovementa 
of the dogs below. Quick as thought, his rifle was 
well-aimed and fired, sending his bullet through his 
heart; in his death leap, he sprang upon Jack. He 
was the monster panther of the woods ; hisr full 
length stretched out upon the ground, was eleven 
feet two inches from the tip of his nose to the end 
of his tail. The entrance to the den of the old 
ehe was under the elay-root^ in the hollow of the 
&.llen tree, large enough for the dogs to enter and 
pass in for many feet The cubs had got into the 
hollow beyond their reach Dry sticks and faggots 
were procured, a fire built up in the entrance (rf the 
den, and the cubs left to their fete. 

My father, the fall of the first year he settled in 
the wilderness, surveyed out and cut a road through 
the Hatchie bottom, and established the first ferry 
on the Hatchie, below McGuire's, in Haywood. 
There was then a continuous road from Browns- 
ville to Covington, and became the principal road 
of travel between tha two places, and my father's 
house the only habitation on the road, which of 
necessity became a "house of entertainment.*' The 
most frequent travel was by exploring parties, look- 
ing after and locating land for future settlement. 

An amusing incident occurred soon after my 
father commenced taking in travelers^ which may find 
ipterest with the reader. Some half dozen well 
dressed gentlemen rode up one night, while the fam- 
ily were at supper, and asked to " stay all night." 
They were ushered in the best room, where a blaz- 
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ing fire was burning. It was winter, and the night 
cold. Supper was ordered for "six hungry men," 
who hadn't "eat a mouthful since early morn.'' 
Word was soon conveyed to my mother that they 
were real, nice, broadcloth gentlemen. Of course, 
something extra nice was in rapid course of preparer 
tion. The servants and everybody spread them- 
selves. The children, you know, couldn't be kept 
out of sight; they were bound to see the fine stran- 
gers. New jackets and clean white aprons were put 
on, and the servants required to put on clean frocks. 
My mother got out her best damask. The new tea 
tray and china were brought into requisition. Pre- 
serves, in glass dishes y were arranged upon the table. 
A fresh cake of butter was fixed up most tastily, in 
" pine apple shape," and graced the center of the 
table, and the last two sperm candles, stuck in the 
tall silver candle-sticks, were lighted, and the guests 
invited in to supper. My mother, with her new 
"turban" on, had taken her seat at the head of the 
table, behind the new tea-tray and glittering service. 
The party entering the dining-room (a shed room 
boarded up with clapboards) were led "by a tall and 
stately silver-haired gentleman. Advancing to the 
chair assigned him, he paused, resting his haild 
upon the back, with & fixed gaze at my mother, 
whose eyes were als® riveted upon him. A mutual 
recognition followed, he advancing as she rose to 
meet him. Her features expressing a pleasant sur- 
prise, she exclaimed, "Colonel William Polk, of 
North Carolina!" and extended her hand. "And 
this is Mrs. Patsy Seawellhi'i^oJftii^ said the Colonel', 
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clasping her hand in both of his. " My dear madam, 
this is the most joyous meeting since I left our na- 
tive State." My father, who had stepped out to give 
some orders about their horses, stepped in just then, 
and, recognizing each other, a general introduction 
went the rounds. 

Colonel William Polk (father of the late Right 
Reverend Bishop Polk) and my mother were famil- 
iarly acquainted in their young days. Their meet- 
ing was most unexpected to both of them. He, 
with a party of young men, were exploring the coun- 
try and looking after their landed interests. With 

> the party was young Dickens, son of Colonel Dick- 

ens, of Madison. His business seemed to be to pay 
the taxes on the large landed interests of his father, 
and possibly to make further investments in lands. 
With less mother wit than good looks and fine 
clothes, he talked much of a roll of United States 
bills he carried about his person, which he called 
his "taxes." A young Seawell, son of the late 

U4r^ Judge^Seawell, of Raleigh, North Carolina, was of 
f the party. Seawell was a great tease, and wonder- 
fully fond of a good joke. Young Dickens was thet 
butt of the party, easily quizzed, and afforded great 
merriment. Whenever the conversation would re- 

p lax, Seawell or some member of the party would 

ask him to feel for his "taxes." He would run 

his hand around under his vest and announce that 

" they were all safe." To sleep the party it was 

necessary to have "pallets" made down on the floor 

of the best room. Young Dickens was the first to 

lay down. Taking ofi'his coat and vest,he stretched 
3 
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himself mit on his pallet, while his oompfttiiotifi 
mained np crackifig jokei. He soon fell asleep, 
when Seawell suggested a practical joke upon the 
innocent sleeper, who, in turning over upon his 
side, exposed to view the red morocco helt contain* 
ing his "taxes." The belt was cautiously taken 
from around his body. Dickens snored away^ s^d 
the rest of the party retired for the night. Dick* 
ens was the first to rise in the morning. Finding 
a rousmff fire burning in the broad fire-place, he 
bounced up from his pallet. His first care ivas to 
feel for his "taxes." The belt was gone. He cried 
aloud, " My taxes ! My taxes ! By thunder, where 
is my taxes?" With one leap he was at the door, 
holding on to old Jack's coat-tdl. Jack had just 
finished making the fire, and was leaving the room, 
with the gentlemen's boots under his arm. Young 
Dickens jerked him back in the room and com- 
menced a search in his pockets for his money-belt, 
crying out in a wailing voice, "My taxes! My 
taxes!" Jack protested and declared that he didn't 
have them, until he began to get a little worried, 
when he said : " De Lord bless me, mister y dis nigger 
don't know nothin' 'bout your tacks. What you 
think he wants wid your tacks! Bless me, mister, 
master's got plenty tacks!" "You old fool," said 
Dickens, "I don't mean tacks — taxes! money, in a 
red morocco belt I buckled around me when I went 
to bed last night When I got up this morning, 
it was gone. Nobody has been in this room but 
you." "Oh! aha! Money, you say; money in red 
morocco belt! No, sir! Dis nigger knows nothin* 
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bout it You got hold de wrong nigger die time; 
dat you have." In the mean time the whole party 
were awake, and enjoying the scene before them. 
Dickens, not finding his taxes upon the person of 
Jack, and becoming overpowered with a sense of 
bis loss, sunk down in the nearest chair and boo- 
booed outright. SeawelFs sympathies were touched. 
He arose from an adjoining bed, picking up the 
counterpane oft* of the pallet Dickens had slept on. 
He gave it a shake, and out fell the red morocco belt 
The young man sprang to it. Picking it up, he 
burst out into a half laugh and cry of joy, saying, 
^' What a fool I was." Jack returned soon with the 
gentleman's boots. Dickens said to him that he 
was only joking, pitching him a silver half dollar. 
^' Thankee, l&ankee ! This'U buy me more'a taeks 
wough to make me two pairs of shoes." 
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CHAPTEE m. 

Neighborhoods Forming — Thomas Durham^ Founder of 
DurhammUe — Johnny Bradford — Thomas Thompson^ 
Esq, — D. C. Bussell— The First Frame Bouse — Jacob 
Niswanger — William Murphet/y the Hatter , and his 
Black Snakes^Joseph Wardlow — Stephen Childress — 
Thomas Childress — William Turner and Parson Collins 
— Taeir First Night in the Big Hatchie Country — Arthur 
Davis, the Pioneer Preacher — First School-house in 
Tipton North of Hatchie — Old Man Larkin Gaines, the 
First Schoolmaster. 

The succeeding and following year witnessed the 
rapid settling up of the country north and north- 
east of us. Neighborhoods had begun to form; the 
schoolmaster and the preacher had found their 
way in the land. Thomas Durham, who was our 
first militia Colonel in Tipton, north of Hatchie, 
founded a settlement on the high hill, where the 
village of Durhamville, which took his name, now 
stands. Honest Johnny Bradford found his way 
from Illinois, and settled below Durham's, on the 
head waters of Williams' creek, where he spent his 
last and best days. 

Thomas Thompson and the Russells moved in 
from North Carolina, and settled on the waters of 
Fisher's and Garner's creeks, and became the nucleus 
of the settlement north of Willifims' creek. David 
C. Russell had -built the first framed house in 
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Tipton north of Hatchie; it was built in 1827 
by the t\^'^o young Adams, who came to the settle- 
ment with William Turner and Parson Collins. 
The two young men (brothers) sawed out with a 
whipsaw the lumber with which they built the 
house — the whipsaw, for many years, supplied all 
the lumber that was used. The Gillilands came in 
from Pennsylvania a few years after, and purchased 
the house of Russell, and built a mill on what was 
then called Fisher's creek, which afterwards was 
called Gilliland's creek, by which name it is yet 
known. They established the first store of any note 
in Tipton north of Hatchie; men of enterprise and 
business tact, they established the first store on 
"Hurricane Hill," and contributed largely to the 
interest and prosperity of the neighborhood. 

Thomas Thompson was the first magistrate in 
Tipton north of Hatchie, and a member of the 
County Court for many years. A worthy and most 
excellent good citizen, he ever maintained the 
dignity and high respect due his court, by which he 
was enabled to command the respect and aid of all 
good citizens in quelling an outbreak, which rarely 
failed to occur on all public occasions. 

The writer remembers to have heard related an 
amusing account of the way the law was executed 
in those days. The 'Squire usually held his courts 
on Saturdays. At the same time and place it was 
usual for the settlement to arrange for a " shooting- 
match." While his court was in session, a fight 
grew up between Joe Seaborn and another neigh- 
bor. The 'Squire ordered that tlpjoftending parties 
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be brought before him. Seaborn, who was guilty 
of the assault and battery, took to his heels, when 
he saw the officer coming; finding that he would be 
jpvertaken, he took a tree, and up it he went to the 
top. The officer commanded that he come down; 
he defiantly refused, and dared the officer to "come 
up and take him." Thinking himself safe, he 
crowed like a cock ^pon hjs tallest perch. The 
officer, resolute and fertile of expedients, sent for an 
axe — one was close at hand — with which he went to 
work to cut him down. When the tree began to 
crack and show signs of falling, Joe began to think 
the matter getting serious, aad hallooed out to " hold 
on," that he "surrendered," that he would come 
down. The officer hallooed Ijack for him to " hold 
on," that the tree would soon be down, and whaeked 
away. Joe could stand it no longer. When the 
tree began to crack and shake, down he slid, strik- 
ing the ground as the tree left the stump. The 
officer, with bi3 2>ossey seized him, and marched 
him up before the ^Squire, who ordered that he be 
held in close confinement until the shooting-match 
ieas over. The officer, wishing to take his chanoe 
at shooting for a quarter of beef, and there being 
no strong place at hand in which to confine the 
prisoner, sought a cart body which lay convenient, 
and put him under it^ and with the aid of the by- 
standers, brought a heavy log and weighted it down ; 
thus Joe was kept closely caged until the shooting- 
match was over. The other piirty was let off witik 
an apology on his part, a^ a reprimimd from tb^ 
court. ry 



in West Tennessee. 65 

Cdlerapomry with the dettlem^nts on Williams' 
and Fisher's creeks^ C&ptain Stephen Childress 
settled in the thick wcJdds b\x or more miles below, 
on a oreek^ which took his name, where he opened 
A large plantation. Thfe Captain lived but a few 
^«arB. His widow, who wad the sister of Thomas 
H. and Jesse Benton, with a large family, survived 
him many year&. Thomas Childress, son of Cap- 
tain Stephen, with Ws b^ntiful young wife, settled 
in the woods aear his fttthi^'s the same year. He is 
yet living neat ^hifere he first settled, and is, I 
believe, the only survivittg Childress of the old 
etock. H^ yel maiatains^ under the weight of 
many y€ai^, an Mastic fetcp and the dignity of his 
race* 

The yeht following^ old man Jacob Niswanger, and 
his son-in-law, Josejph Wardlow, moved in from 
SoutbvOaroliiMt, and opened up a large plantation 
on Gamer's cre^. The same year, and from the 
«ame State, ^me old man Larkin Gaines, and his 
sons, Pendleton, Powell and Abner. Few " new- 
comers" contributed more to the interest and 
advancement of the settlement, than Niswanger and 
Waldron. The old man Jacob, a man of many 
eccentricities of character, was a genius with all. 
Everything needed or useful in the economic man- 
agement of his affairs bore marks of his handy- 
work. By his probity and industry he amassed a 
fortune. A hatter by trade, he kept up his shop as 
long as he lived. He brought old man Murphey 
with him from South Carolina, who was long noted 
for being the best maker of hats in West Tennessee. 
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WilliaiD Murphey had his idiosyncrasies. Those 
of us who knew him when we were boys yet 
remember him and his black snakes with an amus- 
ing interest. The only instance known of the 
snake's being cultivated and utilized is perhaps 
due to William Murphey, the hatter. He found 
them better mottsers than the house cat, and intro- 
duced them into his shop for the protection of his 
furs and newly made hats. On a warm sunshiny 
day, you would see them coiled up in every crack 
and nitch in his shop, with their black eyes glistening 
like so many newly opened chinquepins. They 
kept his shop free of rats and mice. It is human 
to be afraid of snakes. They answered him a good 
purpose in keeping away the meddlesome boys. 
An amusing as well as a thrilling incident occurred 
to the old gentleman soon after he arrived in the 
settlement. He had strolled out one day in the 
" new ground" on a snake hunt. He soon scared up, 
in the thick brush, a mqnster black snake, and made 
for it. The snake being pressed hard for a hiding 
place, took to a hole in the end of a hollow pole. 
He carefully stopped up the entrance to the hollow, 
and shouldering it, he started for the shop. He 
had gone but a short distance, when he began to 
experience a choking sensation; the snake had 
found his way out at another hole, and thrown him- 
self around the old hatter's neck. It being a large 
and powerful snake, he was unable to extricate 
himself. With difficulty he was able to call for 
help. Luckily several negro men were at work 
close by, who, discovering the perilous fix the old 
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man was in, ran to Ms relief. It was only wilii 
their knives that they could prevent strangulation^ 
by cutting the monster loose. The old gentleman 
was very thankftil for the timely help, but sorely 
regretted to lose so fine a rat-catcher. 

Joseph Wardlow built his first house at the big 
spring, forming tbe head of Garner's creek, and 
afterward made his permanent settlement below his 
fiither-in-law's, near the same creek, where he 
resided until the county of Lauderdale was formed 
in 1836, when he fixed his residence at Ripley, the 
i^ewly located county site, building the first house 
in the place. He continued his residence in Ripley 
until his death, which occurred in 1863, in the 
seventieth year of his age. His name, long inti- 
mately connected and associated with the rise and 
progress of Lauderdale, as among the fathers of 
the county, is perpetuated in his noble sons, who, of 
the present day, stand among its most worthy and 
prominent citizens. 

The Fishers, Blackwells, Doctor Abner Phillips, 
and others worthy of mention, were cotemporary 
in the Thompson-Russell settlement. t 

The settlement to the east and south of Durham- 
ville was formed by Matthew I*ickett, Johimy 
Stone, William Turner, Kent Penic, Estes and 
others, many of whose decendants yet cultivate the 
land, and reside on the homes of their fathers. 

Among those of the pioneer and early immigrant 
settlers, whose long and useful life is yet spared to 
recount the perils and hardships of pioneer life in 
the Big Hatchie country, none is more worthy a 
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page in- these Qemi-histerie ramiQtsoenc^a tbao: 
William Turner — Uncle Billy, as he 10 iamilh»4|jr 
and reveren^ally called— who, in the q»ring>-time of 
manhood, with his young and newly mamed wife^ 
in company with Bereral of his neighbors^ eut loiofiffib 
their moorings from the shores of their native land, 
Kentucky, and floated oiut the Barron rive? intp 
the Green, and down the Ohio into the MiasiBsippit 
landing at the mouth of the Big Hatchie, in the 
month of February, in the year 1827, in seardii of 
a home in a wild, and, to him, i^ unknown kind. 

His comparuions were Parson Bason & CoJlimfly 
Charles Cullin, and two young men named Adama 
Heading the prow of their keel, with all their earthly 
goods, up the Hatchie, they poled away lantil they 
reached a point of high kuid intereeting to look at^ 
Dividing in search of a place uponr which to loeate^ 
two took to the woods oorth erf the river, and two 
south, the fifth remaining with the " women fcrfks " 
on the boat. 

Billy Turner and Parson Collins took to the 
north side, and struck out for the hills, and soon 
become lost in the woods. Bogueing about all dayy 
they found themselves, at nightfell, on a high blutf, 
overlooking the tops of the tall trees to the north 
and west. They stood upon the Cole creek bluflfe, 
ten or more miles away from their boat, bewiktered 
in a wilderness of wild beasts. They brought a halt 
to gather in their confused thoughts. Turner pro- 
posed that they strike a fire and wait till morning. 
The Parson opposed it, expressing his fears that 
they would be eaten up during the night by wild 
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faoasteu Tbd bvaTef-bearted Turner went to worky 
Itowev^ and gathered dry wood, bnilt a fire and 
vesolved to spend the night. Tired, and without 
feod, he rolled himself np npon the ground to 
oie^^ Hardly had he fallen to sle^^ when the 
Parson aroused him, saying that he could he^f ^'iha 
tramp of the wild heasts;^' that he could hear 
them '^snapping and sharpening their teeth;'- that 
th^y would be "eaten up alive before morning;'* 
that he must get up and they would "watch 
together/' 

Billy, thinking that he ought to pray aa well as 
wateh,^ turned oy^ and dropped to sleep again. He 
wae agfun aroused from his slumbers by the Parser 
saying that he was dying of thirst; that if he 
didn't get some water soon he would ^ie* What to 
do^ or where to find water for his frightened, fever* 
fehed companion, was a ptizzle. Something had to 
be done, however, or he would die of fidght and 
thii*at. So he got up and commenced looking 
about for water; none could be found,, unless it be 
under the bluff, which it seemed impossible to 
reach. To save life, however, they commenced. slii^ 
iog down, holding on to such twigs and rough 
places as they could feel; they were in utter dark- 
ness. Down they went, however, the Parson ahead, 
until they struck the bank of the creek. But how 
should he get to the water? The bank was perpen*- 
dieular. The cane stood thick and heavy upon the 
bank, bending over to the surface of the water. 
The only way to get to the water was to slide down 
on the cane. So down the Parson crawled on top 
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of the beQding cane until hia burning fitce came in 
contact with the cold water. Reviving from his 
fright, and slaking his thirst, his trouble was to get 
back from his perilous situation, which he had just 
began to realize. His friend Billy could render 
him no assistance^ nor could he see him, with his 
heels cocked up in the air, and his head touching 
the water, for the black darkness that reigned 
under the bluff. After many efforts and almost 
superhuman exertion, the Parson succeeded in 
reversing his position, and getting his head up, he 
pulled himself to shore. They got back to the fire 
again — ^how, the narrator says, was impossible to 
tell. It was thus they spent their first night in tite 
Big Hatchie country. 

When the morning came, they werfe at a loss to 
know which direction to take to get back to the 
boat. From the high bluff the Parson heard a 
chicken crow. He became almost crazed with de- 
light, and told Billy that it was his rooster on the 
boat. Taking out his pocket-compass, he took the 
course. After several hours travel, they reached 
tibe boat, satisfied with the Cole creek hills. CuUen 
and one of the Adams boys had come in from their 
exploration on the south side, and reported un- 
favorably. 

They went to work and poled higher up, reaching 
Childress' landing, where they made fast, and blazed 
their way up to the Thompson and Russell settle- 
ment. The year after "Uncle Billy'' moved over 
and settled on Camp creek; a favorite camping 
creek with the Chickasaws, and from which circum- 
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stance it took its name. For many years he enjoyed 
himself with the Indians, when they would come in 
on their fall hunts. He has told the writer, that he 
has counted as many as thirty deer, brought to their 
camp of a morning before the frost had left the 
ground. He still resides where he first made his 
permanent settlement in Tipton, now Lauderdale, 
forty-five years ago. Few men have lived so long 
and blameless a life as Uncle Billy Turner; noted 
for his many Christian virtues, he is venerated and 
esteemed by the community in which he lives, and 
highly respected by all who know him. 

As a pioneer preacher, Parson Reson B. Collins 
proved himself unequal to the task. After a severe 
spell of fever, his mind lost its balance, and his 
friends prevailed on him to move back to Kentucky, 
which he did, after remaining a couple of years. 

The man for the times, and suited to the woric, 
soon made his appearance in the land, in the person 
of Arthur Davis, who, lacking nothing in moral 
worth, or physical courage, came with the broad 
banner of his Master's kingdom in one hand, and 
the broad sword in the other. He came preachiHg 
that the wolf shall dwell vnth the lamb — ^that the 
** weaned child shall put his hand on the cockatrice's 
den" — ^that man was born to a " higher and brighter 
civilization." Few men knew better how to take 
the "bull by the horns," or win to his Master's 
kingdom a sinner's soul. Fond of pioneer life, he 
gloried in being called to preach in the wilderness. 
The writer is indebted to an old friend of Reverend 
Mr. Davis for many thrilling incidents, illustrative 
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ef tbe moFol aud physical heroism of the man. In 
the e^tfly settlement of the country, and before th© 
building of churches, even with round logs, Mr^ 
Davis made an appointment that he would preacfa 
at a certain school-house^ on a certain day, in the 
vicinity of Denmark. A band of oiUlaTPS, living ia 
the settlement, seeing the notice sticking up in the 
neighborhood, give it out that "no d — d Methodist 
preacher should preach in that house," and if Mr. 
D. attempted to fill his appointment, they would 
give him a sound drubbing. When he came to fill 
his appointment, he was informed of the threatS) 
and advised thai his life would be in, danger it he 
undertook to preach. He paid no att^tion to tbeii? 
lears, and heeded not their advice, but went to bis 
appmntment. On reaching the place, he found the 
log-house already filled with the anxious and curi- 
ous o£ the neighborhood, and the regulators stand- 
ing apart with their sticks and clubs. He passed 
in, and up to the place assigned as a temporary 
pulpit. Inclining his head as a mark of respect to 
the congregation, he paused and surveyed, with a 
penetratiug eye, every member of the assembled 
neighborhood. Not a man of them did he know. 
He opened service, took his text, and preached. 
After the service was over, he announced au 
appointment, " Providence permitting," to preach at 
the same place again, on a stated day named, and 
invited the congregation to attend him out in the 
grove. 

He jjossed out, as he went in, without turning his 
head to the right or to tbe left, and stopped at a 
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stmoip. Taking off his hat and coat he laid them 
upon the etump, and then, turning to the assembled 
^eighlwirhood, asked if there was present a member 
of any chnrch, and paused for a reply. A gentle- 
man stepped forward and replied that he had been, 
a member of the Presbyterian church. " That will 
do, sir; thank you," said Mr. Davis. "I have a wife 
aad one child. Her name is Drucilla. She lives at 
a certain place " — ^here giving such directions Uiat 
W could not Ml to find her. " I want you to prom- 
ise, by the vow you took when you joined the 
cliurch, that if anything should happen to Arthur 
|>avis to-day, by which he should never see her again,, 
that you will tell her how it happened, and all about 
it, Now, Mr. Regulators," turning to a clump of 
men who were standing apart from the crowd, "I 
am ready for you. Come one at a time, and Til 
show you who Art Davis is." They looked at one 
apother, and then at the preacher. "Don't keep me 
waiting," says he. " You have naade your threats 
that no d — d Methodist preacher should preach in 
that house," pointing to it "I am a Methodist 
preacher, and I have preached in it, according io 
iny appointment I am now ready to meet you, 
according ta your appointment, one at a time, and 
you will make the acquaintance of Art. Davis." 

The leader of the band threw down his club, 
walked up to the brave-hearted Davis and offered 
him his hand saying : " Mr. Davis, you are my sort 
of man; I like you, sir; you shall preach here when- 
ever it may please you to do so, and I will see you 
do it in peace. You are the preacher for me." 
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With that the neiffhborhood mthered aroand him, 
introdacing one another, until he had made the perl 
sonal acquaintance of every one present. He was 
ever after that a welcome preacher in the neigh- 
borhood. 

Not long after that, a camp-meeting was being 
held near Denmark. Mr. Davis was, with other 
preachers, in attendance. It was a custom, in the 
early days of camp-meetings held in the Big Hatchie 
country, to organize a police to preserve order on 
the ground, and to keep out stragglers. During the 
progress of the meeting a half dozen or more row- 
dies and desperadoes, being instigated by a wild 
spirit and bad whisky, got up a fuss, which threat- 
ened to break up the meeting. The police, or guard, 
as they were then called, succeeded in arresting all 
of the disturbers, save one, who defied the guard 
and the whole camp-meeting. He had backed him- 
self in between two tents, and he was protected in 
the rear by another tent. The passage-way to him 
was just wide enough for one man to pass in. 
There the desperado had taken refuge, brandishing 
hife bowie-knife, and threatening death to any ona 
who dared put his hands upon him. Mr. Davis^ 
hearing of the difficulty, quietly remarked that he 
would go and take him. Approaching the crowd 
which had assembled in front of the desperate man 
with his bowie-knife, he at once comprehended the 
work to be done. Reaching the entrance to the 
passage-way in which the desperado stood, with his 
glistening blade in hand, he turned to the by-stand- 
ers and asked that they would make him two pro- 
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mises, to which they assented. " Then," says he, 
"you will promise me, first, if I am killed, that you 
will see that my wife Drucilla and the children are 
cared for; and you will promise me, second, that 
you will hang that devil," pointing to the desper- 
ado, " upon yon limb," pointing up to a suitable 
limb for the purpose. Turning to the outlaw he 
quietly said: "Now, sir, you are my prisoner." No 
sooner did he make the first firm step toward him 
than the outlaw threw down his knife, advanced, 
and meeting him, said : "Parson Davis, you are the 
only man alive that can take me. I am your pns- 
oner." The meeting progressed without further 
disturbance. 

Few men possessed the personal courage of Mr. 
Davis. His earnest and firm personal bearing was 
as an array of sharp steel, when directed towards an 
offender. The power of his moral influence over 
the wicked was marked with equal success. The 
boldness with which he asserted his right to talk to 
sinners was happily illustrated at a camp-meeting 
held near Brownsville. The good work was going 
on swimmingly; the mourner's bench was filWd, 
and gave promise of the conversion of many souls. 
Mr. Davis, in passing along, administering to their 
troubled souls, came to an old and hardened sinner, 
a gentleman of his acquaintance. He saw that he 
was "under conviction." Laying his heavy hand 
upon his shoulder, he said, in a loud and strong 
voice: "Pray! pray hard; pray with all your mind, 
might and soul. You are a moving, breathing mass 
of putrefaction. Pray with all your mind and 
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strength, for you are the very butt-cut of sin." The 
power and force of his language struck the old sin- 
ner with such terror as to his situation that he slid 
from the bench into the straw, and wrestled with 
the devil until he triumped. Such was the power 
and force of character of the best pioneer preacher 
that ever filled an appointment in the Big Hatchie 
country. 

The first school-house in Tipton, north of Hatchie, 
was built in 1827, in the Thompson settlement, and 
old man Larkin Glaines was the first schoolmaster. 
The writer, with Dr. Jacob N. Wardlow, now the 
Clerk and Master of the Chancery Court of Laud- 
erdale, and Sam. A. Thompson, Esq., the present 
Chairman of the County Court of Lauderdale, were 
among his first pupils. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

John G, Barnes, the Pioneer Blacksmith — What Became of 
General Tipton^ s Jack — The Chickasaws and the Shooting 
Match — The First Tub Mill and Cotton Gin — Joshua 
Farrington, the Gin Maker — Temple, the Screw Gutter 
and Model Bear Hunter — Bolivar Merchants — Pitser 
Miller — The Author's First Killing, 

John C. Barnes was the pioneer blacksmith in Tip- 
ton, north of Hatchie. His shop was on the waters 
of Fisher's creek. Barnes was a good citizen, though 
a bachelor, and had the advancement and prosperity 
of the settlement very much at heart Of robust 
constitution, he stood six feet two in his stocking 
feet, broad across the chest, with shoulders and arms 
of a Vulcan, and was a skillful and most reliable 
workman with all. 

The bringing into cultivation of the rich new lands 
began to require more work stock than were brought 
in by the settlers. Barnes, wishing to contribute 
his share toward increasing the stock of the land, 
proposed bringing a jack into the settlement and 
establish his headquarters at his blacksmith shop. 
His proportion was approbated by the neighbor- 
hood, with promises of patronage. But liie grave 
question arose, first, as to where one could be had, 
and secondly, the money required to pay for one. 
A good jack in those days was worth from six to 
eight hundred dollars, which was more money than 
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Barnes, backed by the settlement^ could conveniently 
raise. My father, hearing of Barnes' enterprise, 
and equally anxious with the lower settlement, to 
begin the raising of mules, sent for him. Barnes, 
full of hope-giving promise, with the message he had 
received, was at my father's to breakfast the next 
morning. He and my father talked over the sub- 
ject-matter of his visit, which resulted in his going 
over to see General Tipton, residing south of the 
Hatchie, near Covington. 

General Tipton was among the first settlers south 
of the Big Hatchie, in the county which bore his 
name. His place of dwelling was beautifiilly situ- 
ated, four' miles northeast of Covington, where he 
established a large plantation. He early introduced 
into the country the " best blooded stock." He took 
great interest in raising fine horses, mules and eat- 
tle,by which he became a great benefactor to the early 
settlers. Barnes, without delay, went over to seethe 
General, and by an arrangement satisfactory to both 
parties, obtained his fine jack " Moses," and brought 
him over to his blacksmith shop. There being no 
pointing offices yet in the country, Barnes repaired 
to old man G^nes, who taught a school in the set- 
tlement, and who wrote a fine, big hand, and got 
him to write oft' handbills, which he did, announcing, 
in a flo¥dng big hand, that " General Tipton's cele- 
brated Jack, ' Moses,' fifteen and a half hands high, 
would keep his headquarters for the season at 
Barnes blacksmith shop," etc. Sticking them up, 
one at the school-house, one at the meeting-house, 
and through the settlement generally, the neighbors 
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flocked to the blacksmith shop to see Oeueral Tip- 
ton's famous jack " McJses," and Barnes felt that his 
fortune would be made in one season. His black- 
smith work, in the meantime, kept him busy during 
spring and early summer, which, ydth the standing 
profits that promised to crop out of the " celebrated 
Moses," he passed the summer with golden dreams 
of a rich harvest from his enterprise. 

The Chickasaws had not yet abandoned the Big 
Hatchie country as their favorite hunting-groundw 
Bands of hunters came in every fall, hunting in the 
Hatchie Bottom, until they loaded their ponies with 
deer, bear and other skins, which they took to Boli- 
var, a trading post for Indian traffic. Game of every 
description was so plentiful that the whites paid 
little or no attention to their coming or going. They 
were proverbially polite, friendly, and wholly inof- 
fensive. To the nearest settlers they would bring 
in the finest haunches of venison, fat gobblers and 
bear meat. They hunted for the most part for ttie 
peUrieSj curing only as many venison hams as they 
could conveniently pack away on their ponies. 

The hunting season had opened. Barnes, ho^- 
ever, wa« no hunter. He was regarded as therising 
man of the settlement, and began to think it was 
not good to be " alone in the world." A wedding 
was soon talked of at Captain Childress', some six 
miles below in the " thick woods." Barnes was 
lotted as the lucky man, and the Captain's eldest 
daughter as the woman. She was a widow. The 
wedding came off, and Barnes took his bride home. 
Arriving at home with his loving charge, he was met 
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witb tine 6teni reiUity that ^ Mcxies " had gotten out 
and taken himself off to the " wilderneas^" AH 
hajids had gone to the wedding, and none could tell 
how he got out or whi&er he had gone. It wss 
night, and nothuag could he done until morning. 
Barnes rose early, and his first care was to find th^ 
whereabouts of the General's jack. Finding irom 
his tracks that he had gone in the directicm of the 
Hatchie Bottom, he returned to breakfast After 
breakfast, he, with his forenmn in the shop, went in 
search of *^Mos^." Taking his track, they fol- 
lowed it until they came to the thick tfwitch-oane, 
where they could track him no fi^rther. Bogueing 
about in the oane until night came upon them, they 
were compelled to return, having hunted all day m 
Tain. A general search was made the next day, sey* 
eral of the neighbors joining in the hunt; hU 
^ Moses " had lost himself in the wilderness, where 
be could not be f<Hind. Barnes grew uneasy ; he 
was troubled. Could he have been stolen ? Hardly, 
for he had been tracked to the thick eane. The 
Chickasaws were in camp s<»ne eight miles above. 
iJToiie had been seen so low down, smi if th^ had, 
no one thought i(^ a moment that they were guilty 
ot the th^ They had been coming in every hun<>- 
ifig seasoB, ana were never known to trespass upoa 
any o&e's rights. Ho, the Ohickasaws had never 
been guilty of a wrong. In the meantime the win^ 
ter rains set in early, ovei^owing all the sla^eamA. 
The Hi^^chie roi^ rapidly, inundating the hotttmu 
^ Moses" had not yet returned. The ccHidnsioii 
Barnes cMne to was, that he had been caught in. the 
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overflow and drowned. The wintef pAssed, and 
Barnes had to report to the General the loss of his 
jack, acknowledging his responsibility in the prem- 
ises. He promised to make good his value as soon 
as he was able to do so. The General, kind at heart 
and in sympathy with Barnes for his loss, was lenient. 
Barnes went to work in his shop, redoubling his 
energies. New-comers were rapidly settling around 
him. His shop work increased. He made and 
sharpened all the plows for eight or ten miles around. 
Happening to be on the river fishing one day, as a 
trading boat was descending, the Captain hailed 
him and inquired whether any peltries were on sale 
in his neighborhood. In the meantime the boat 
drifted around in the eddy where he was fishing, 
coming up broadside to the bank. The deck, or 
roof, of the boat was covered with skins of all 
kinds. It was sunny September, and the skins were 
being sunned and aired. A conversation grew up, 
Barnes asking the Captain what kind of skins he 
was buying, what he was paying, and the points he 
was trading id and from, when the Captain remarked 
that he had bought a hide of an animal at BolivaV 
novel in the pdtn/ trade. The novelty weia turned 
over, with the hair side up, a huge hide, witii head, 
ears, and the eye holes well stretched. No sooner 
was Barnes' attention called to it when he exclaimed : 
"By thunder! Captain, it's my jackass's skin. 
* Moses,' have I found you at last ? Captain, where 
did you come across that hide ? " The Captain told 
him that he purchased it with other skins from Bills 
k McNeal, of Bolivar. Barnes then related the 
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story of the missing jack, and the Captain, being 
impressed with the truth of the statement,, readily 
turned the hide over to Barnes, who took it home 
and put it away for safe keeping. The following 
month, October, the Chickasaws came in for their 
fall hunt. Barnes was on the lookout for them. 
They came down to the number of sixty or seventy, 
and camped at the mouth of Fisher's Creek, in the 
vicinity where "Moses" had lost himself the fall 
previous. They were very friendly. Barnes was 
favorably known to many of them. He had, on 
previous seasons, repaired their guns. Wholly igno- 
rant of the grave charge awaiting them, several 
were soon out to the shop to have the locks of their 
guns fixed. Barnes had a talk with them. Learn- 
ing that it was the same party that were in the 
bottom hunting the fall previous, he fell upon a 
strategy to get them out to his shop. Fixing their 
locks, he told them that a great " shooting-match" 
was going to take place at his shop next Saturday, 
then three days ofi*, and invited tliem to come and 
bring all of their best shots ; that they were going 
tA shoot for the skin of a large and beautiful ani- 
mal, the only one of the sort that was ever killed 
in the Hatchie Bottom. Delighted with the oppor- 
tunity of shooting with the white man, and for such 
a prize skin, they left in great glee, promising to 
come and bring all of their best marksmen. Barnes 
was not long in communicating with his neighbors 
and arranging for the " shooting match." Saturday 
came. The best shots of the neighborhood, num- 
bering thirty, had arrived. Soon the Indians came 
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galloping np on their ponies, numbering betweea 
sixty and seventy. 

The blacksmith shc^ was at the cross-roads, on a 
high, level bench of land, thickly shaded with large 
poplar, oak and hickory, free from undergrowth. 
A broad board had been charred, by holding it over 
a fire until it was black. The " bull's eye " was cut 
and pinned in the center of the "black-board," 
which was nailed breast high on a large poplar, and 
ninety yards stepped off. The Indians were to 
choose from among them five of their best shots, 
and the whites the same number. Judges were 
appointed to arrange the order of shooting. A silver 
half-dollar was cast up, " heads or tails," to decide 
which side should have the first shot. It was won 
by the red men. The judges announced everything 
ready for the shooting to begin. Four shots, in their 
order, was made, and the judges decided *there was 
a "tie." *The last round would decide. The red 
man squared himself to the mark, slowly bringing 
his rifle tcf his shoulder, and in breathless silence 
raised its long barrel until his sight covered the 
" bull's eye," and fired. He drove the center. It was 
the first shot that broke the cross (t). The Indians 
yelled with gleeful delight. The remaining shots 
were wide of the mark, and the Chickasaws whooped 
and yetted, calling for the prize skin. Barnes was 
ready with it. He deliberately walked out with the 
hide of "Moses" rolled up under his arm, and 
unrolled it upon the ground, to the astonished gaze 
of the red men. There was the hide of the cele- 
brated jack, " Moses," with its mouse-colored hair 
4 
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{hmI hlmk: skr^mk nmoliig' dkown its ba«k, ito flimki 
and belly white as cotton, relieved by fee dads riogei 
of tbe seek and head^ with e^s B&Qldng mpv smA 
^!!6-*^oles eirel^d wi^ lidek tufts of sboart white halr^ 
epreapd exxt on the groond. The redmen pioBaedap 
close- to gei a n^'t. The wi&ner c^ the ptdaaa gati>* 
ered it up, ta exhibit it, as wefl as t^ examiB€» it 
more closely. Taniing it over, he broke oat witii tk 
jolly, semi-sarage ^ Ha ! ha! ka! M^hsktthim. M^ 
dioot him. See my bullet hole ! [runni*^ his finger 
through the &tal hole.} Eb I ha! Me seU him^ to 
Bolivar. Me get him again. Ha ! ha ! '^ Old ma& 
Fallen — ^BenF¥illen,propriet<wrof "Fulleo Ferry ^' — 
who was: not in the aeeret of Barnes' strategy^ 
exclaimed alooad, that it was ^'the Hde of General 
Tipton's jack ; " he would " swear by the jfiesh mar k^ 
that it was. Bee them eye-holes, and them r^iiga 
ronnd his* big ear&!" " Hush !" said Barnes, "let 
me speak." Asking them all to be quiet, !te spoke^ 
addressing himself to the Chickasaws* He explained 
to them the nature and uaes of the anitnal whose 
hide was before them ; that it belonged to a great 
General, who lived on the other side of the Hatchie; 
thf^ he strayed away from his shop into tiie thick 
cane last fall, while he was abeent from home ; that 
he and his neighbors had hunted ft>r him for weeks, 
and concluded l^t he was caught in the overflow 
and drowned ; that he had to pay the General six 
hundred dollars for his loss; that he was a poor 
man, not al^le to pay that big money ; that he had 
been good to them, fixing and repairing their old 
guns whenever they came to him, and never charged 
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ft^in much; that the Chickasaws were a brave, 
hcmorable nation ; that they had never stolen any- 
body's property, nor trespassed upon anyone's 
fights. The brave young man, who was the best 
lAiOt and won liie hide, acknowledged that he killed 
him. • He was satisfied that he thought he was shoot- 
ing some wild animaj ; that he felt innocent of doing 
harm. Yet, they were in the white man's country, 
where laws were made ; that the laws did not have 
any respect to persons, and ignorance was no excuse; 
that all were alike guilty, and they must pay him 
for killing the animal If they refused, the man of 
the law was upon the gi-ound, who would have 
them all arrested and carried to jail. 

The utmost respect and attention was paid to 
Basnes while he was making this plain talk. The 
<4der heads of the red men gathered together in the 
grove, and held council in the matter. After a long 
talk, the young hunters having gathered around 
Aem, tiiey dispersed, each man going to his pony. 
Their movements were eagerly watched and noted 
by &e thirty good marksmen at the shop. Getting 
their ponies, they all came leading them up before 
tlie shop. An intelligent looking old hunter spoke : 

" We sorry for killing hinu "We think he belong 
to the woods. We find him in thick cane. We 
think him wild. We sorry for Bam — good man, 
work much. We take no white man's hose, pony, 
nothin that b'longs to white man. We honest. We 
pay. We have ponies; that's all [motioning toward 
ibe long line of ponies held by dieir owners.] Take 
pigr. We honeet." 
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The strategy was a success. The red men had 
shown themselves true Chiokasaws. Barnes told 
his red friends to point out the ponies they wantod 
to give up in payment for the jack. The old hunter 
who had acted as spokesman said: ^'Take, take 
plenty. Red man pay white man. Let white man 
say.'' Barnes then suggested that three white men 
and two red men be appointed as appraisers. They 
were appointed, and passed upon the value of the 
ponies, fixing their value at seventeen dollars and a 
fraction as the average^ turning over to Barnes thirty- 
five ponies in payment and full satisfaction for his 
jack. What became of General Tipton's jackass 
was satisfactorily explained. 

The Chickasaws meeted out a full measure of 
justice to our friend Barnes — six hundred dollars' 
worth of ponies satisfied the law. It was their first 
lesson — stunning lesson under the teachings of stem, 
written law. They would have no more of it, so 
they cut short their hunt, and bid* a long fei^ 
well to the Big Hatchie country, their old hunting 
ground, and returned to their "beloved prairies," 
soon to be yielded up to the progress of Southern 
agriculture. Barnes had a public sale and sold off 
the ponies, distributing the UkgUimeUe proceeds of 
his jack through the settlement, thereby increasing 
the stock of the land. My eldest brother purchased 
three of them; most excellent hunting ponies they 
were. 

It is proper to mention here, that the parties at 
Bolivar, who became possessed of the jack's hide, 
and who enjoyed the joke, had it narrated in the lower 
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Bettlemeat, where the Indians were wont to hunt, 
putting on foot inquiries as to who had lost a jack- 
ass, which came to the knowledge of the owners 
thereof. For none stood higher for commercial 
integrity than the merchants of Bolivar. 

BOLIVAR 

was one of the earliest and most important trading 
posts in West Tennessee. Its first settlers were men 
of a high grade — such men as the Polks, Bills, Woods, 
Millers, McNeils, and many others, whose names 
are not only identified with Bolivar and Hardeman 
county, but familiar to the whole Western District 
of Tennessee as among the best and brightest. Of 
the many old settlers, whose long and eventful life 
has been spared to link the past with the present, 
and who stands among the noble fathei's of the laud^ 
no better specimen could be oftered than the name 
of 

PITSER MILLER. 

I well remember him at the period, when my father, 
with his immigrant train, camped at Bolivar, w^t- 
ing for the waters of the Big Hatchie to subside to 
enable him to cross. He was then quite a young 
man, of course. He came to our camp, made the 
acquaintance of my mother, and would have her 
and my grandmother, and the young children, to go 
to his house, and showed them every kindness — ^not 
letting them leave his hospitable roof until the train 
was ready to move across the river. His generous 
kindness was ever remembered by my father and 
nH>ther, and will never be forgotten by their chil- 
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dreii. I am not a^ar^^ at tliis writing, whether lie 
is among the living, but if gone forever, hii* name 
will long survive his mortal death. I regret that I 
am not able to give a biographical sketch of hita — 
such as his name merits, as I knew him more from 
his high character than as a personal acquaintance. 
Certain it is, however, that the annals of West 
Tennessee could not be written without his name. 
Se ever stood with the people of Bolivat and 
Hardeman county as the first and leading mer- 
chant, and exercised and maintained a healthy 
influence over all who kn^W him and enjoyed his 
Acquaintance. 1 remembet that onfe eUrnest sen- 
tence spoken by him, So influenced my mother as to 
have turned the scale of fortune against us. My 
father, upon reaching Bolivar, had not determined 
upon a point of location. He had sevei^l landed in- 
terests in Tennessee. He had visited the country the 
year previous, and explored it from the first to the 
fourth Chickasaw bluff. He had stood upon the 
grand bluff upon which the magnificent young city of 
Memphis now stands, Wh^h Bayou Gayoso coursed 
its way through a wild jungle — the haunts of the 
wild beast — and commtmed with th^ grand river 
He was interested with the listt^ Colonel Johti C. Mafe* 
lemore (who was a near i^laliVe of toy inotbet), ih 
Several landed interests. Among the tracts in Whicli 
he had an interest, was tii^ Ramsay fivfe-thousgthd* 
acre tract, now covered by South Memphis. It had 
been agreed between Colonel Macletoore atid mf 
father, that he could, it his Opttoh, locate lipon the 
Ramsay tract. It wat his aim and Wish to feettlfe 



b^riQg Q^ it^ ms^J^ \^ateE$^ Th^ subject waa 
bi^i^ig ^e^ dis^cua^d i^ th-^ p^es^ace of Mr. Miller. 
^3f QLQthejs had gix^ th#. s^i^^bj^t but little thought, so 
^a^H^ ijf^' fiit^ft wij^h, Pit^eaf Miller. My father, 
h^vwer,^ hsi4 th^e i^w^rtl^ Claipkasaw bluff firmly set 
W tus, b^W^ ^t^f*. Mi^-^ r^m^^ reticent as to an 
apiJiiULC)^ upi)^ tbe ^ub^^iQt ^til ipaj pother, address- 
^ h|S[^ called ^V his 9|iiinio% Ii;i aJJ seriousness 
ha ^d[: " W^ll M^^f4w^ ^ yw K?i^<J go (md settle on 
4^ bav^ of ihe Jf^fis^ij^ r^er^ kt ^^ suggest thaf 
your htisbanctf^^ <?^^Og]^I^Wk ^ov^h ^ mak^ coffins to 
bury yowr children — your whole family J^^ I remember 
well the electric efieet of these remarks upon my 
^Qther. Ho^if ^]tiydj5^ ^^x^ her jewels — eight of 
^la. J4y fatil^Pj b« it efw4,. ^ve^* yielded to the 
^B^ies of \^ i^tcj^yige*^^ aod lovipg wife, Patsey. 
TU^ ^eci8y|(»i Yfas^ t^k^n^ and Pitse» Miller's cq^n 
flfi^ ]|^p^ ud fi^na se^ttliu^ ^ the Ramsay tract. 
JIabody ie^ i5^ppnw.lj)le fer the freaks of Dame For- 
tURe--^^n U|ftnutigate4 old \^g^ unworthy of decent 
baml. Ouir imirugrjjMjt train had better have 
turned in the directioja of tb^. fourth Chickasaw 
Wuff, with Mr. Millar's coffin pUnk, than to have 
^Foaaed the Big Hatcbi^. Yet, Dana^e Fortune never 
^ast " ^\^w-c<wi^^8 " ^P<m;i a more enchanting and 
lav^y spot tbw fell tQ our l,ot north of the Big 
Hatchie* Tbis incident is p^|y m^entioned to show 
tl^e i^ifluewje Pitsep MiUer esjcycised over the miud^ 
of Dften — ei^ecially womei^ — even in his young days. 
!RetuBftiftg to our wildeTOW^ home, our p^'eatest 
peed w^ £00^ bread. Tb^ steel mill bad worn 
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out, and we had to resort to the mortar and pestle. 
The meanest of all meal is that pounded in a mor- 
tar — Q, wooden mortar — darky dingy ^ dose, clammy. 
Bread made of it is too mean to write about So my 
father resolved to build a mill. Selecting for it a 
beautifiil site on the creek, where the bluff was 
most inviting, he went to work with his own resour- 
ces, and soon had an old time "tub-mill" ready to 
make good meal. He sent up in the vicinity of 
Jackson, in Madison county, for his mill-rocks. 
He also attached a gin, for we had began to grow 
cotton. He purchased his gin-stand of 

JOSHUA PARBINQTON, 

of Brownsville, than whom no cleverer maii ever 
filed a saw-tooth or adjusted a brush. I remember 
Mr. Farrington as a true type of an old-time gen- 
tleman. His gins, manufectured by himself and 
sons, were, as to West Tennessee, what Pratt's were 
to Alabama. By his industry and probity he raised 
a large family of sons and daughters, who became 
ornaments in society — ^his eldest, Jacob, the popu- 
lar, enterprising man of progress; John, eminent as 
a jurist, and William, prominent as a merchant and 
financier, and now stands head among the bank 
presidents of Memphis. John and William are, I 
believe, all that are now living of the worthy sons 
of a most worthy sire. The mill going, and gin 
ready, a press was needed, but where to get a screw- 
cutter was the trouble. My fether, inquiring in the 
settlement, was informed that there was an excel- 
lent screw-cutter, who had abandoned his trade and 
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taken to bear-hunting; that his place of dwelling, 
or camp, as it was termed, was somewhere over on 
Cane creek. He forthwith dispatched old Jack, 
with such instructions as he could give him. The 
next day, about noon, Jack returned, bringing the 
screw-cutter with him. He came on foot, with a 
heayy, short rifle on his shoulder, in well-dressed 
leather overalls up to his hips, followed by two fero- 
cious dogs, of immense size, panther-colored, with 
black, broad noses, their ears rounded off close to 
iheir heads, and their tails bobbed off close to their 
broad haunches — ^brother and sister. They were the 
best-trained bear-dogs in the Big Hatchie country, 
and their owner the best hunter in Crockett's land. 
A model bear-hunter, he^ had hunted with David 
Crockett, and was familiar with the range and 
haunts of bruin from Reelfoot^ake to the mouth of 
the Hatchie. Stout and strong (he stood full six 
feet), straight as an Iroquois, carrying no surplus 
flesh, with an iron constitution, his home and de- 
light was the wildwoods; intelligent and good look- 
ing, withal, and as unselfish as the genial soil upon 
which he was wont to tread. Preferring the chase 
to work, the utilitarian would write him down as a 
lazy man. He soon satisfied my father that he could 
cut a screw — that he was a finished workman — but 
he was loth to take the job, as it was near the hunt- 
ing season (it was then early fall), and he could not 
come and leave his family in his camp, as he called 
it He had a wife and two young children, twin 
daughters, and not a year old. My mother, over- 
hearing the conversation, and equally anxious about 
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tlie screw, ^dke, sayitig : ^hf, ttb, ^r r ft \v¥!l tievd* 
do 1:6 leave ycmt t^ife Jiiird titer l[)&.bies a!6n<3 fti the 
wooAs. Bring them ulctog^ •♦v^e WiK ^provide for IlieTii 
some wfey. We c*^ fik ^flidtii *tip in *the loorft-'hotrs^'; 
ft ha;& a good fire-pTacfe, atrd'we will not Tre<cd ^ tmtft 
flie cotton ift "picked otit and ghiin^fd. Besifle, if 
yoti want to htint hekr, yoti '6ati "finA ks ttihtiy ^&^ 
Uie creek as on Keelfoot fekc.'' The ^n^ti6n of%f fe 
ecrew-cutter coming wa^ 86on s^led, and it "Wafe 
agreed that Jack 'should liitcSi up iiteiarh tod i^^;nt*h 
with him that evetiing, alttd moVe Ws fhlniljr crrc?r 
immediately. Th^ scfieW-ctrttefr Tefliat^ed ^h^ twb 
horses and a light w^gfito trotiM T[)e stfflScitot, as life 
wife constituted the ^ea^^est part of 'his househcrtd 
goods. It was so. Old Jackrefturtied in lirfe -affcei*- 
itoon of the next day, bringing ftre sc^efW-etftter to& 
all of his earthly pdSsefesion^, consisting of wife and 
two bahies, and but little else besides the scanty bed 
upon which they slfept, and 't!hey were as liappy ^ 
if they had rosewood and mahogany, dfimask and 
satin. Young and liealthy, they lived in and ^ 
one another. Without doubt my recollectidii pic- 
tures her the bandsomest looking woman, for tdr 
flesh and size, 1 ever saw — ^tall, abbvfe the aver- 
age heiight of womiin, ^nd remai^kably well-shaped 
and fleshy. Two hundred pounds was Tier ordinary 
weight. Her features were faultless, and her coin- 
plexion as delicate as a rose-leaf. Her two babies 
were as fkt and beautiful as herseff. My InoAidr 
thought her a sweet woman, and became quite fond 
of her. She, like her husband, wiis intelligent and 
interesting in conversation, and, like hhn, the wild- 
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yiwo^ was iMJr Aelsgbt Tiie %(a^w<nttijBr pnAed Ink 
screw-cutting work on rapidly, so as to get iaio ^le 
'WototiB. He proved to Im an exeeUentweffloBaii^and 
toy iEil^er J^miU; him 4t lK>ii8e »^ir the laiill, where iie 
t^^ severai years, Tendering himself serviceable 
'wljen called upon. Duriag the bear-bunling seeft- 
!eoti be 'was fbr liie most part in the woods with bis 
Ti^ «nd two dogs. His house was never clear of 
feeai^baoon. The -ser^w a»d press being finished, 
the mill and gin going, an appointment was made 
ioT a big bear-hunt, to begin at the Big Hurricane, 
.%ome eight miles \vp the river, it^d hunt down. Tlie 
ooimi&g among us of the model bear-hunter, with 
iiis two well-ti)taii>ed dogs,<)8e8ar and Bess, cx<3ited 
the amateur hunters of the settlement to go into b 
kant mith him, and see his famous dogs handle iS, 
4»ear. TiiQ time fixed to go into the hunt was to be 
a week befo9« Ohrietmas, a«id to end New- Year's 
'day. 

Tiiere were 4Mit few expert bear-hunters in the 
-eettlemetft. Among them, and perhaps tiie best, 
was Gary Estes. His elder brol3ier. Captain Albert, 
iwas an expert hunter also, but had not the passion 
for it that Caiy had. Both of them had a pack of 
well-trained bear-dogs. Pendleton Gaines, famil- 
iarly fcnown as **Pet," was a good hunter; so was 
his brother Ab, but he was £Eit, and fond of his 
ease, and couidn^ hei on a % rtm. Steptoe John- 
son was always ready to go into a hunt, but was 
-never up to the " killinff" I had grown large and 
stromg enough to shoot "off-hand^ with a rifle, and 
ihad killed any bear, a £6ur-hundred-<md^eixty -pound 
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one, at that, when lean in fleeh, and had saeeeeded 
to the " little rifle/' 

I may be pardoned for giving a brief account of 
my " first killing/' before going into the big hunt 
: It was a part of my assigned duty to drive the cows 
up every evening. Sometimes I rode— oftener I 
did not, and when going pn foot, my next younger 
brother went with me. I mentioned that I had suc- 
ceeded to the "little rifle," and she was ever on my 
shoulder when in the woods. I had a little Scotch 
bull terrier — ^Tasso. Tasso was my constant com- 
panion during daylight; he went with me, of course. 
We set off early in the afternoon, on one of the last 
days in August. The cows were in the habit of 
feeding a mile or more away from the house. Their 
favorite grazing was on the walnut level, a level 
bench of land on the Hatchie Bottom, where the 
wild pea most abounded. It was free from under- 
growth, and thickly studded with walnut, hickory 
and ash. This lovely bench of land bordered on 
the Big Slough, where commenced an idmost im- 
penetrable canebrake, extending into the river, some 
half mile oft*. "We found the cows where expected. 
A familiar whoop started them homeward, the old 
"bell cow" taking the lead. The sun was then an 
hour high, and we stalked around on the Big Slough 
for a little hunt We had gone but a short distance 
when, passing around the lap of a large fallen tree, 
a yearling deer sprang out, scampered off some forty 
yards, and stopped by a large clay-root. The barrel 
of the "little rifle" was ready and leveled upon the 
little fellow in an instant. Upon his bringing a halt. 
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tke sharp crack of the rifle startled the hooting owl, 
and with it came the shrill, distressing bleat of the 
&wn. I had shot too faf back, breaking him dpwn 
in the loins. Its bleating was most distressing. I 
had heard old hunters say that wild beasts of prey 
would come to the bleating of a fawn as far as they 
could hear it. Our proximity to the known haunts 
of the bear and the panther instantly aroused my 
fears, and I fell to reloading my rifle. I had not 
more than got the charge of powder to the muzzle, 
when a startling crash and cracking of the cane was 
heard across the slough. Before I had time to patch 
my bullet, we heard a plunge into the water, and 
the next moment a monster bear came up the bank 
of the slough, making his way to where the fawn 
was bleating. Tasso had by this time slipped from 
us, and reached the fawn simultaneously with the 
bear, disputing his right to interfere. In the mean 
time the fawn had worked his way behind the clay- 
root, from where we were standing, and out of our 
view. Tasso and the monster were engaging one 
another over the little deer, which continued its 
bleating. Soon we heard the brave little dog squall 
out, as though he had received a death-blow. He 
ceased barking, and my fears were that it was " up 
with him." I ran down a naked bullet, and went 
0*1 the double-quick, under cover of the large clay- 
root, to my little dog's relief. Reaching the spot I 
mounted the log, which brought my head and shoul- 
ders above the clay-root. The fawn had crawled 
some distance from the two contending hosts. Tasso 
was in the folds of the bear'a huge arms, grappling 
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wilih 4ffl W^ might uiwler "^ ^otA etf Ifce ifttfe^»r, 
whi(^li "ts^as doing hfis be6t to fe"ag^— -to eq^eease the ' 
little fellow ^o death. EB« st^je »\6nt %med him 
f rom liavitig -feveiy T:)Oiie isi Ms fittle bo*f crwshed. 
fretted iso by Tasso, h^ had not discovered me, then 
imthTn t€?n feet of him. I strrveyed the situation, so 
as ndt to endanger tny ®ttle dog's life hy sm wi- 
Iticky shot, trot being able, ffom his position, aijd 
1?be cmiBtant motion ef his head, to put a iwilk^ in 
the btrrr of his -ear. Old brttin sat sqtiare upOB bis 
Tbroad haunches, Tvith his biick to toe. I aitoed weft, 
and ipxj^ a baW through his Mns, o^er the ^gicm of 
the kidneys, sprawling *the fnoneter his fuffl lengfti 
upon l!he gtouud, and Ta^o was saved. !Reloadrag, 
1 sent a ballet through his bmn,^iiding his misery. 
1 had expected to find tny little dog badly hurt, and 
*was greafly delighted to find that he -was only Wtten 
*ftrrough the ball of cme of iis fore feet, capryiug 
away a couple of Ins toes. My brother, who had 
been a qitieft loofeer-on, had tafcen chai^ of the 
little deer. Which kept up its bleatting until relie^^d 
by the hunting-knife. 

The sun had gone down — ^it was growing 4aric in 
the bottom, and ^e were a mile and a half away 
from home. The fawn we could have carried, but 
there lay stretched out a monster bear, which, had 
it been fat, Would htJve 'weighed erx or 'more iMn- 
dred pounds. It was my first bear, too. I felt that . 
I could huild up a l&re and spend the night wtth 
him-^would have ddne so, rather than leave hhB,«o 
proud was I ^of my ^^ftrst kiUmff.^^ I ^jomro^noed 
blowing my 'bom-**-(every one, in those' *d!ays,^ho 
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went itito the woods, carried a MoMug horn, and 
none could blow a liorn better than ^' we boys"). I 
continued to blow it at intervals, knowing it would 
soon be answered by the big horn from home. In 
the mean time we struck fire. To strike fire, in the 
days of flint locks, was an easy matter. Sharpen a 
stick, force it tight into the touch-hole, fill the paii 
with powder, and you could strike fire without en- 
'^angering the "going-off" of your gun. We put 
fire to tlie tree-cap, and the leaves, being dry, and 
istill clinging to the limbs, the lurid flames went 
liigh in the tree-tops, lighting up the woods fori* 
"hundred or more yards around. Blowing again, wia 
were answered by the big horn. My fkther, fol- 
lowed hj old Jack, soon rode up, inquiring what 
'was the matter. Pointing to my first ^' killing," the 
matter folly explained itself. The bright light from 
the ttee-top exposed to view the black monster and 
the innocent little deer, with its spots not yet passed 
oft*. The matter of the killing being explained to 
my father, he turned to Jack and gave him the order 
to return home in haste and tell Jim to hitch one 
yoke of his oxen to the fore-wheels Of the wagon 
which he had been using during the day in hauling 
house-logs, and come with quick haste down the 
river road to a certain big log, and turn into the 
walnut level, bringing several of the men with him. 
Within a short hour Jim, with Bright and Darling 
yoked to the fore- wheels of the wa^on, was making 
his way through the open woods to where we were. 
In another hour we were at home with my first 
" killing," and I was the recipient of all sorts of flat- 
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tering remarka and comments from mother, broth- 
ers, and all the darkies. From that day I was 
numbered among the bear-hunters. I had often 
been along with the hunters — ^followed up the chase 
and witnessed the killing, but this was my first 
killing. The circumstances of the killing were re- 
counted to the screw-cutter. His comments and 
remarks as to my manner and coolness displayed, 
filled me almost to bursting with self-importance, 
and I became his favorite hunting companion. I 
remember well that wakeftil night. My young 
thoughts lingered and hovered around that clay- 
root all nighty The pitiful bleating of the fawn; 
the startling crash and cracking of the cane, as the 
monster bear came rushing through it; the piercing 
squall of my little Tasso; the great bear sitting 
upon his broad haunches, with the brave little dog 
in the folds of his huge arms, and the little fellow 
grappling him under his throat, were scenes fresh 
with me all night, whether awake or dreaming. 

Pardon me, reader, for keeping you out of the 
big hunt so long. We will go into it in the next 
chapter. 



* « 
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CHAPTER V. 

Big Bear- Hunt — Temple, the Model Bear-Hunter, and His 
Dogs Ccesar and Bess — The Big Hurricane— Numerous 
Bear Killings — Encounter with a Panther — Roosting Wild 
Turkeys — Camp Life in the Woods — The Locked Buck 
Horns — The Beer Lick Slosh — The Big Bear — The 
Killing — Camp Stories and Anecdotes — The Last Day's 
Hunt and the Last Killing, 

Now, reader, we are ready for the big bear-hunt. 
Already a month has elapsad since it was talked 
about. ' Temple was loth to go into it. An old and 
experienced hunter, owning two of the best trained 
and most valuable dogs in the Big Hatchie country, 
and fearing, from the inexperienced and often reck- 
less shooting, that they would us likely be the victims 
of the shots as the bear, it was not surprising that 
he should feel a reluctance in joining in the hunt. 
He promised to go in, however, and was true to his 
word; beside, he was curious to know something of 
the Big Hurricane. Tuesday before Christmas 
was the day appointed to meet; the place of ren- 
dezvous, at a point named near the Big Hurricane, 
ten or more miles up the river. Tt was understood 
that every hunter tak^ with him a man-servant, 
except Temple. My father declined going, but 
promised to join in if the hunt should extend down 
in his hunting-ground. Steptoe would'nt go unless 
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my father went; beside, he was getting old, and his 
old gray mare was lean in flesh. The signs, as to 
the weather, were favorable. We had had a dry 
winter up to that time, and the bottom was right for 
a good run. 

Temple and myself set off, as soon as we could 
see, to follow a blind trail leading up the bottom, 
followed by old Jack. Our course led through 
good hunting woods. I suggested to Temple that 
hp had better " yoke his dogs ; they might strike a 
fresh scent, which might delay our reaching the 
ground at the appointed time." "Oh, no, they 
wait for the word to ' go in.' I shall certainly not 
give it to them." Jogging along single file, at a 
six-mile pace, we soon reached Big Creek. Finding 
an easy ford, we crossed without difficulty, hurrying 
on to the Big Lagoon, where we encountered diffir? 
culty in finding a crossing. It is an ugly, mudd^j 
stream, with a miry bottom. Turning up it, we 
came to a shallow ford. The opposite b^nk pre- 
sented a high bluff; we crossed, however, ridii^ 
near the water's edge until reaching an abrupt bend, 
where the bluft* terminated. The banks of th^ 
lagoon, from which we crossed, was thickly studded 
with tall caue, the tops bending down to the water^s 
edge. Coming to the abrupt bend. Temple, who wa^ 
riding before, reined up his horse, and pointing upthQ 
lagoon, remarked, in a low tone of voice: "Wha,t% 
pity! what a pity! Old fellow, we must han<te 
off; it will never do to draw blood before we get 
together and organize." The object of his remarkfl 
was a huge bear, in the act of lapping wat^r,^ stftnd- 
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ing on the mafgin of the stream, on the opposite 
bank, broadside toward us, and within easy rifle 
range. He raised his great headj and deliberately 
viewed ns, seemingly unconcetned — a most tempt* 
ing shot. Caesar and Bess were not slow in dis- 
covering him. With a fixed gaze, the hair down 
their backs standing at an angle of forty-five 
degrees, they looked tip at their master now and 
then for the word to "go in." I begged for a shot. 
Temple replied : "No; it will not do ; it is a pity to 
pnm him, but it must be so. We will get him this 
cJvening or to-morrow. He is housed up not an 
hnndred yards from where he is taking water. Lets 
^o." Turning to the right, up the bank, we went on 
our way in the direction of the Big Hurricane, then 
tWo or ihore miles away. Reaching the vicinity of 
tlie place where we were to meet^ Temple blew hid 
horn ; it was answered, and we soon joined Gary 
tod Captain Albert. Pet and Ab had not yet 
itrrived. They were soon up, aftd all dismounted 
fthr a talk. Six hunters were present, including my 
Mttle self. The Captain and Cary were comparative 
Strangers to Temple. Cary was regarded as the 
most experienced and expert hunter present, and 
fi(peclally familiar with the Big Hurricane and its 
fitrrotmdings. Earliest in speech, more truthful 
itttd rfeKable than is common to hunters, he was 
fepected to open the subject of organizing the 
huht. Addressing himself to Temple, he saidt 

** Wfell, Mr. Temple, we have appointed this hunt 
that we tni^hthave the pleasure of having yon with 
tis, and tb «ee your celebrated dogs handle a bear. 
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Your celebrity as a bear-hunter is known to us. We 
have come prepared for several days' hunt, if it 
should prove agreeable. Though a young man, 
and a comparative young hunter, I have found, by 
experience, that to hunt bear properly and success- 
fully, where there is more than one hunter in the 
hunt, it is best that we be perfectly agreed as to 
the order and rules that should govern us. I pro* 
pose, therefore, Mr. Temple, that you suggest the 
rules that shall govern us in the hunt" Temple 
spoke slowly and distinctly, approving heartily what 
had been said, remarking further, that it had 
been his misfortune to have drawn out of hunts for 
the lack of order and a good understanding. "I 
make it a rule for instance, that when a * start' is 
made, if any of the hunters should halloo out to 
encourage the dogs^ I call mine ofi* and quit It is 
also a rule with me, that if any of the hunters should, 
by accident or reckless shooting, wound or kill a 
dog, I draw out and take my dogs, or he is required 
to do so. I have noticed that the over anxious, 
hasty hunter, is more apt to scare the bear than 
kill him, and as often shoots a dog, when in a close 
fight, as the bear. My dogs are trained to sta^ 
with me until I give them the word to go. They 
fight close — ^too close sometimes — ^when the bear is 
wounded. When hunting alone, I never have to shoot 
the second time. I have trained them to hold a 
bear at bay, at the risk of getting scratched. Whwi 
I think he aims to make a big run, I let the slut go 
in; otherwise I keep her' with me» The dog is 
usually enough to hold any bear in check until I 
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gei up. Keiiber of then give ^ mouth/ when on a 
* run. ' When ' up,' thej take him above the elbow of 
the fore^arm, until they bring him to a ' stop/ then 
they bark a few minutes, and wait for my coming. 
If I am not up soon, they give ' mouth' again. The 
few rnle& which are known to all good bear-hunters 
being observed, we will have a pleasant and agreeable 
hunt I should have mentioned that no dog should 
be allowed in tibe hunt that will run a deer or any- 
thing else but a bear or panther." 

Temple's si^gestions were heartily agreed to, and 
the hunt was organized, Gary being chosen leader. 
Captain Albert and Ab, with three of the negroes, 
went to select a suitable place to camp, on a small 
branch running into the lagoon, a short distance 
below. Gary, Pet, Temple and myself filed off for 
a short hunt Temple had related the circumstance 
of our having seen the bear in crossing the lagoon. 
It was agreed that we go and take him, remarking 
tiiat he knew pretty much his run. We were soon 
on the bluff overlooking the dense cane-brake in 
which he was "housed." Gary suggested that he 
knew a good crossing a half mile above; that he 
and Pet would go up and cross, and come down the 
lagoon, outside of the thick cane, which would 
iuBore his taking down the stream, or crossing it, 
about where we saw him taking water; that we 
remain on the bluff until the " start," when we could 
determine his movements. "You can put your 
dogs in, Mr. Templ^e, when you think it best." 
Gary and Pet rode away. Temple and myself 
remained on the high bluff. Seating ourselves 
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npon ft large log, we quietly iiitereftted oureelrea 
ijottcing the morements of Caesar and Bess. They 
took theif stand on the brink of the Muff, geizhig 
across th© lagoou in the stipposed direetiew where 
the bear was ** h<vtmed, ^ throwing their heads oo^ 
side now and then, to catch the first Aonnd that 
should come across . firom the., hnnters or dogs^ 
Temple, pointing to an opening fn the dense forest 
that oYershadowed the cane-brake, remarked: 

"Fll bet Cflesar's ears that he is * housed tip* 
tttnong the oM logs* in that opening, where the cane 
is thickest.^ 

He had hardly finished speaking, when the dog^ 
broke out in a fierce bay at the very place. 

"There he is now} hold! The whole pack k 
npon him.'' 

C«sar and Bess »tood trembling, looking aro«n4 
every moment for their master to eay •* go. " 

** Bless me ! " says Temple, ** what months! That 
ftiss ought to start the devil himself fihom hie den. 
Hark! we will soon hear a ehot! Notice the Inll in 
the dog's baying. The hunters are close up.'* 

In a moment the sharp crack of tihe rifte rang 
ttirough the woods, followed by the crash of the 
cane. 

**Bad shot. He Is out, now, for A big run. The 
dogs can't h6ld him in that thick cane. He aims to 
go down. Let's be off.** 

Bowtt under the bluff we went, crossing at the 
same place where We had crossed in the mornitog; 
Ascending the opposite bank, we immediately paired 
into an open glade, running out for a hundred or m&t% 



in West T&me^sm. 96- 

ym^sc Th« l^p fmd dogs^ jqdgijag firoin^ tb^iv course- 
a& liHlicatod bjr the Boands^ would pasa tbrough the 
glade. The dc^ wepe making a deBperat^ etfoi*t to. 
hold h\m iu the eaH^e. Jufit then a yearling bear 
oa»e dasdakig out of the ean^ from the. dir^ctk>Qi of 
liie dogSi. ^nteving the glade mea^ u&t 

^ D<m't shoot 1 " said Tewapla 

He gave the w6rd to Csas^ and Bess to " Take ! '^ 
Id less thaa si^dy yard's ruu they overhauled hiQi^ 
Whea we got upt^ they had him snatched^ Temple 
drew out Us long knife SM>id dispatched him. By 
&is time the big beaif eutered the glade, passing 
within forty yards of us. The pack were up with 
him. As he cleared the oane he made ao opening 
of several yards between himself and the hounds^ 
when Osesar and Bess were told to "go in,'' Mak- 
i»g their best run, they brought him to a " stop " m^ 
he was about entering the cane ou the opposite side^ 
of the glade« 

"Take your time, hunters, he will go uo fu?th^„" 
8S»d Temple, as we joined Gary and Pet, in pursqit,, 
on a big run. 

They brought a halt, and we clos^ed in upon the 
exciting scene, taking our time. Beaching within 
safe shooting distance, Gary said to Temple, " Give 
Um the first shot." 

"No," says Temple; "let him who shot first try it 
again." 

The bear was making a desperate effort to get 
away, the dogs fighting him close. GsBsar and Besa 
were dividing their strength on either side of him» 
both fast hold of his arms above th<j hock or elbow. 
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bringing him now and then upon his knees, and the 
half-hounds pinching him close in behind. Bear 
was never worried more. Pet stood with his rifle 
leveled. It being his second shot, he wanted it to 
be a death-shot. , Temple's dogs completely covered 
his sides with their bodies; his head was in constant 
motion, swinging and snapping, first one side and 
then the other, and it was next to impossible to put 
his bullet in his brain. Pet, already worried from 
intense excitement, approached nearer, but was still 
unable to find a safe place to put his bullet with 
telling effect In the meantime, the dogs pressed 
the old fellow so hard, in his madness he rose upon 
his hind legs, and, making a desperate effort to rid 
himself of the dogs, made a surprising leap, reach- 
ing a tree standing near, carrying Bess up with him. 
Temple's quick eye discovered her peril, and sent a 
well-aimed ball under the burr of the monster's ear 
before he had got more than fifteen feet from the 
ground, his slut still holding her grip. The bear 
fell, falling upon her. Temple was soon to her re- 
lief, rolling the monster off of her. She was none 
the worse off, however, for her fall. The dogs gath- 
ered around him, pinching him, now and then, to 
see if he was dead. The hunters stood around in 
gleeful delight, remarking upon the fight and the 
dexterous skill of Csesar and Bess in handling a bear. 
"It surpasses anything I have ever witnessed in 
all my bear-hunting career. Your dogs, Mr. Temple, 
surpass even what I had expected of them. Were 
they mine, I would value them above the price of a 
small plantation." 
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**Ye8," said Temple, " they liave behaved very 
well in this fight. I was fearful that Bess would 
be hard to satisfy. I seldom let her go in upon a 
wounded bear. Beside, she and the dog had just 
drawn their teeth out of a yearling bear when I let 
them in this fight.'* 

"A yearling bear!" said Gary; "when, and 
where ? " 

"Less than two hundred yards out yonder in the 
slash you will find a yearling bear stretched out on 
tjt^e ground. As we crossed the lagoon and entered 
the opening the little fellow came dashing out of 
the cane, scared up by yonder dogs. I told my dogs 
to *take,' and in a few jumps they overhauled 
him. Whei) we got up they had the little fellow 
stretched out on the ground. I knifed him, leaving 
him as he lay, and told the dogs to go in this fight, 
and joined you and friend Pet, as we did." 

Turning to me he asked if I would go with 
the boys (a couple of them had just come up) and 
have him dragged up, and we would butcher them 
both on the same ground. The yearling was soon 
laying beside the monster. 

I will mention here that a bear less than a year 
old is called a " cub." The cubs gang with their 
dam until they are a year old ; they then take to 
^hems^lves, and are called yearlings until they are 
two years old. Parturition with the bear generally 
takes place in February. The yearling knifed by 
Temple was about twenty-one months old. Pet was 
examining the bear for signs of his bullet-hole. 

"You must have missed him," said Gary. 
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^ Wrtl, I tfkkon I £d, &B I crat fiiMl any bnltet- 
liole except the one in his head. The cane was v^y 
thick between him and me when I fired. My ball 
must have struck one and tamed/' 

*^ Well, we had as well commenoe taking off tike 
old fellow's hide," says Gary, **C!ome, boys, ont 
with your knives." 

Taking hold of one of his great paws, h^ re- 
marked: 

<< Old fel, yon have made your last ran. I have 
had this old bear on a good many runs, Mr. 
Temple; he is an old acqnaintanoe in these woods. 
Had he have gotten to the Big Hurricane, where he 
was aiming to go, it would have been a sore thing 
to have gotten him out We may thank your dogs 
for his hide this /one." 

His hide was soon off. Pet examined again, but 
couldn't find bis bullet-hole. Quartered and packed, 
Oary took from behind his saddle a cord carried fcnr 
such purposes, cut a slit through tibe under jaw of 
Hie yearling into his mouth, noosed tiie cord around 
has ned^ passing the end through the slit into 
his mouth, and made it &st to his horse's tail. 
Spreading the little fellow upon his belly, it was 
snnounoed that we wwe ready for the camp. Start- 
ing off down the lagoon, remarking that we would 
find an easy crossing below, we sll followed, wiA 
pirospects of a tender bearnE^ak for supper. It was 
surprising to see with what ease the little bear was 
eordelled over logs and rough places. Remarking 
upon it, Cary said it was the way he took most of 
his bear home; *at he **had frequently carried a 
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i]^i^ee4Midfi<lred-ai!i4-£fiy-*pound bear si^ or eight 
fldles h(»Qie, tied t^ \oa borse's tail." 

We eoon reaclied the cafiip, admiraWy located for 
a sort of winter quarters. The boys had a blading, 
Jiot hickory fire ready for us. Night was hedging 
m feat, wd Pete, the leading batcher (the Captain'* 
ftervant), was told to hurry up; that steaks were 
3irigsited from the yearling for supper. Ab was n 
port of head steward in camp. His looks and pro* 
portions had marked him out for one — fet, and 
fond -qS good eating himself. Only too fond of 
good whisky — any kind of whisky— he groaned 
heavily when the article was ruled out of camp. The 
yearlijpg's pteaks were ready for tihe pan, tender ae a 
Md, and his ikt ribs just right for roasting. Bread, 
potatoes and salt were all that was brought into camp. 
Por meat we depended upon t^e woods. The Cap- 
tlifi|i wjm not w camp. Inquiry was made after him. 
Pet0 said th^t be had gone tp <' roo^t " a gaag of 
vwild tuarkies, and would be back soon. 

Ga^r rem^^ked: "Yes; I have known him to 
fq[»end night after night after turkie^. Getting into 
9^(S^S*^ would keep on shooting until he had the 
JhMt one of Uiem." 

Just th^ the Captain came in, v€9ry qoiet in his 
j»^e«ient He oar^lly put away his gun. It wm 
Qotdyl^ he looked it. Squaring Mmself down upoJi 
a bear-skin, all waited for him to give an aceonnt of 
Iw movem»ent6, or for some one to question him as 
to what he had done. He &2aUy broke the silenoe. 

" Well, I aee you have brought in plenly of meat. 
Oood Inek lor a short hunt" 
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"Yes," said Gary, "we not only had lack, but 
more fan and excitement than is asaal in a short 
hant,'* then recounting the fall particulars, as they 
occurred* 

" I was satisfied, when 1 saw Mr. Temple's dogs, 
that they were all right I hope to have the pleas- 
ure of seeing them in a fight to-morrow. Seeing a 
large gang of turkies make off toward the bottom, 
as we were fixing to pitch camp here, I concluded 
,that I would go and roost them. Large gang of fat 
gobblers ! Pete, we will go after them as soon as 
the moon gets above the trees." (The moon was 
then in her second quarter, and had risen.) 

" Yes, sir, Pete will be with Mars Albert when he 
goes! Now, come and eat. Mars Albert They 
have all eaten, and here is a panfuU of nice, tender 
bear-steak. Come while it's hot." 

The Captain responded to Pete's invitation. The 
moon being in the right position for the Captain to 
"go for" his turkies, started, followed by Pete. No 
one was invited to go with him. He had been gone 
but a short while when we heard him shoot. Soon 
be shot again, and again, until we counted seven 
shots within a short hour. By eleven he and Pete 
were back, loaded. Pete had four, and the Captain 
two. Throwing down his six fet gobblers, the Ci^ 
tain remarked that he had killed the seven^, but 
that it fell across the lagoon. 

"Pete," says he, "you must go after that turk^ 
in the morning; do you hear?" 

"Yes, McTS Albert. Pete hears, and he gwine 
after him in the morning, be sure that I will," 
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Adjusting ourselves around the fire,with our heads 
pillowed on saddles, we slept till early morning. Our 
first morning in the woods, we were up before day, 
talking over the hunt before us. We were to hunt 
the Big Hurricane. Guns had been shot off, wiped 
out, reloaded and freshly primed. The gray streaks 
of the early morn indicated a sunshiny day. The 
sun was not yet up, and we had not eaten breakfast. 
The ribs were roasting and the steaks frying. While 
waiting. Temple remarked to Gary that he would like 
to know something more of the Big Hurricane — 
enough to enable him to get out of it if he should 
get in. 

"Well," said Gary," it is a mile or so above us, on 
the river. The river touches it, or it touches the 
river, in two places, about a quarter of a mile from 
where we will strike it, and again at its extreme 
tipper end. It is about a mile and a half — ^perhaps 
more — long, and about one-third as wide. The river 
leaves it where it first strikes it as we go up, making 
a big bend. This bend takes in, perhaps, as much 
as three hundred acres — ^is, for the most part, over- 
flowed land, mostly open; fine hunting woods. 
Where the bend elbows it is high, dry land, and 
is formed into an island by the river making a cut- 
off in high water. This island is a thick canebrake. 
The Hurricane will best describe itself when you 
see it and go into it. I will say, however, that there 
is not an original tree in it All were blown down 
or topped off by the tornado that passed over 
it ; when, no one knows. From the appearance of 
the undergrowtfa, it must have been ages ago. Near 
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the river it is thick eatie; the middle and outer fjor- 
tion, every variety of scrubby undergrowth, £1164 
up with briers. Except for the rotting out of the 
old fallen trees, or logs — ^many, however, are yet i^ 
a sound state of preservation — egreas into, or out 4£ 
it, would be impossible. The wild beasts and tmr^ 
mints that have made it their haunts a»d homes tot 
ages, have made many of these na^rrow c^^aingi 
smooth and hard by their frequent travels. It id 
just the thickest thicket you were ever in, Mr. Tem^ 
pie; but you will know more of it, before evenings 
Pete has announced breakfast. Let's eat and be off." 

'" Well," said Temple, " I feel that I have already 
been in it, from your description. It's no place to 
hunt bear. But to gratify a curiosity I have, I 
would, as a bear-hunter, turn my lace fir(»n it." : 

"And so would L As a hunter, I fully agree with 
you. 1 have lost more time, and had more do^ 
killed, and lost more game in it, than sd^xywhere elaie^ 
My object in wishing you to join us ap here was to 
take, if possible, an old bear that has worried us and 
our dogs for more than three seasons, and carries in 
his huge body more than a half dozen bullets oiok <rf 
ipy rifle. We have followed him on a run from tiye 
Hurricane to the mouth of Cane creek, more ikm 
fifteen miles, and back, in the sanue day, losiDg him 
in the Hurricane. He is a monster, and it is woriit 
a week's hunt to take him." 

" Well, we will try , to-day." 

"Come," sadi Gary, "let's go." 

We were all off for the Big Hurrieaiie^ on foot, of 
course. A short half hour brought ns to the higb 
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bl1l9^7llere fte Htirri^ato Sfieaobee the river. It be- 
eame so tMck aad iz&^enetrable that we were forced 
to wind omr way ioWa to the water's edge and clam- 
ber under the bl«ff alatil we reached the bend in th4 
river where it leates the Hnrrieane. We had not 
naore than gpitt^ in tibe opeii bottom when the dog« 
gffve Evidence that a bt^ar or a panther was about 
^Old Start" raided hijs snieUera, and with stiffening 
tail he wett4» off op the rivfcr in the bend, followed 
by the dther half*ho«nds. They were soon on a 
mnsiog trail. Our. sprightly young leader seemed 
imt>re^0ed with the same spirit that animated the 
4€gs» Hastily telling Temple to follow him, atd 
the rest to.strii^ out alcmg the Hurricane, he was 
cffytdllamng the^ogs. We strung out as directed.. 
The Cai^tasn^ b^ing a qtdek a^id fast runner, he was 
oS. I hapt eloBe up wifli Mm, Pet and Ab behind . 
We coitld hear the inereased cry of the dogs as we 
san. Middng a oov^ie of hundred yards or mot*e^ 
the Captain halted, to get a better ear of the move- 
aaeais of &d dogs^ when we discovered that they 
were on a ftdl run, in full cry, coming in the direc- 
tion of fjfte Hurrioaae, aiming to pass in above us. 
We moted up a little and waited. The Captain 
teiftarisDed that ^e would hardly reach the jungle 
bfffore the dogs would bring the animal to a stop. 
^ Bless rase, what musie/' Fourteen dogs in full cry, 
soon in the morning, dear at a bell, not a breeze to 
distofb sounds in the open wood, and the pack in 
I11II9 excited cry, was music most ravishing to the 
Imnter's ei^. On they come! Now we see him! 
Ho is a monstef of his kmd, black, burly, and fero- 
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dous-Iooking, runnlDg straight as an arrow tdVard 
us. Kow the dogs gain on him — he is making his 
best ran— running for dear life. Csesar leads- 
leaves the pack, and is fast gaining on him, ^ving 
no mouth. He runs straight and swift, as if accel- 
erated by electric force ! He is upon him ! The yellow 
IS in contrast with the black! He takes him by the 
fore-arm ! His run is broken ! He stops him, and 
the pack is upon him! Bless me, how intensely 
exciting ! Lef s go up and enjoy the fight ! The 
Captam and myself moved up. The scene was so 
exciting that we were in no hurry to dispatch him. 
Approaching nearer, the bear discovered us, and 
made a desperate plunge to get away. He had 
made but few bounds before C8»s»kr brought him to 
a stop again, when the half-hounds fought more 
vigorously, pinching him wherever they could get a 
hold. The bear was getting desperate, and the fight 
hot — ^^'too hot,*' said the Captain. "Some of the 
dogs will get hurt Shoot Jiim ! '* 

I replied that it was a dangerous place to shoot 
into ; that he was more experienced, and for him to 
shoot, and shoot quick. He still insisted that I 
shoot first. Not hesitating again, for I had become 
all anxious to shoot, I approached within ten feet 
and watched my opportunity for the dogs to make 
an opening. It soon offered, and I fired, putting 
my ball in the region of his heart. In an instant he 
swung his great head around, biting at the place 
wh^re the bullet had stung him, when the Captain 
fired, lodging a ball in his brain, abraptly terminate 
ing one of the most interesting and excitiiig beiuf- 
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fights it was ever hunter's lot to witness. The 
hunters were all up at the killing. Temple re- 
marked that the Captain and myself had had sport 
enough for one day. 

"Yes," said Gary, "but we have something on 
hand likely to be a little more exciting. Mr. Tem- 
ple and I have agreed to have a little ugly fun after 
a panther. We can take him in less than thirty 
minutes, unless he has already hurried himself into 
the Hurricane. We saw his tracks aswe were crossing 
a wet slash, a couple of hundred yards back. He 
had just passed. Bess was anxious to " go for" him. 
Just then Pete, Joe and Jack came in on a lope. 
They had been instructed to pass up on the outer 
side of the Hurricane, come around through the pass- 
able wood, and join us in tiiie bottom. They had 
heard the dogs and our firing,- which hurried them 
on. Leaving the dead bear in their charge, we went 
for the panther. Gary gave instructions that the 
hunters, excepting Temple, should hold a position 
between the dogs and the hurricane. He and Tem- 
pleton moved off to where they had seen the fresh 
9ign. Reaching the place, the half-hounds went off 
on a running trail up the river, which put the Gap- 
tain, Pet, Ab and myself on a run to keep between 
them and the Hurricane. The Gaptain ahead, run- 
ning perhaps a quarter, the dogs were discovered to 
be going trom us in the direction of an island in 
the elbow, made by the cut-oftl The Gaptain sug- 
gested that we pursue them. In a big run we went 
until reaching the cut-off, where we halted to learn 
the atuation. Gary and Temple had just crossed 
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&e cut-off (it was then diy) and were entering the 
Ihiek cane in the direction of the dogs. They had 
treed him, and the Captain's qidek eye was not long 
in discovering him. He said to ns standing near: ' 

♦*See thatfellen tree loidged in the fork erf that 
big white oftk; look in the fork and you will see 
him crouched upon the fallen tree, with his head 
toward the root." 

<* Yes, we see him ! we see Mm } ** we exeiaimed. 

The Captain was making ready to shoot, when 
Ab said: 

*'But, Cap., he is in an ugly fix there for a gooA 
shot, said he is more than a hundred yards off— a 
long shot." 

"Yes; but if we go ftirther we can't see him for 
the cane. See him drawing himself up, making 
ready to spring; he sees the hunters and is eitha* 
aiming to spring upon one of them or leave,'* said 
the Captain, leveling his rifle upon him. 

With a steady and unerring aim he fired. The 
panther made a marvelous leap in the direction tpt 
the root of the feUen tree. Not a. sound except the 
sharp ring of the rifle and the echo disturbed the 
stillness for more than a minute, when a dog squalled, 
then another, and another, and ft en the dull report 
of a rifle^ The panther had discovered Temple and 
Cary as they reached the opening in the cane made 
by a fallen tree, but the thick cane overhead pre- 
vented them from seeing him. The Captain's quick 
eye in seeing him making ready for the spring, and 
instant shot, was most opportune. The panther fell 
short of his aim and the dogs covered- him; ming 
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€me dog ontriglit fmii woimded two others severely. 
The thiek cane gad the aiafirp figbt with the dogs 
prevented T^eaple and Gary from shooting. Making 
IWiYoc among the dogQ, he got -hold of Bem-y ahe 
was grappling under his broad thioat, when T^aiple 
went to her relief with his knife. Letting Bess gq^ 
ihe mcmstw foriously attacked Temple. Fearfally ^ 
grappKng him, with one of his heavy paws &«t upo& 
his left shouldeP) the other around hia body pinning 
his right fast, he was making a furious efibrt to 
atretch his broad jaws across his right shoulder close 
up to his neck. Temple, staggering back under 
the weight and desperate attack of the infuriated 
pwather, was in a perilous situation. Cary, quiekly 
as possible, was to his relief. Putting tie muzzle 
of his rifla against the body of the panther over the 
region of the heart he fired, killing him instantly* 
In the mean time Temj^e had extricated his right 
airm from the folds of the panther, and, simultane- 
ously with Gary's shot, sent his knife up to the hilt 
into his vitals. 

Cary went to work examining Temple, thinking 
it miraculous if he was not seriously hurt Finding 
blood upon his shoulder and on his shirt collar, he 
was iui^ting upon his stripping off for a better 
examination, when the Oaptidn, the Qaines and my- 
self came up. Temple was protesting against being 
hurt at all— only scratched a little. His leather 
blouse, lined with dr^88ed buckskin, with other 
leather strappings, had protected him firom the long 
elawa.of the panther. 
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The Captain, stoopiog dawn examining for his 
bullet-holey remarked that he had only broken his 
lower jaw; that the distance he had shot was greater 
than he had expected, as his ball had fitUen three 
inches. His aim was to lodge his ballet in his brain, 
but it fell belo^ its aim. This discovery fully ex- 
plained why Temple's shoulder and neck was not 
crushed and mangled by the monster's jaws, and 
accounted for his being stained with blood. 

" Well, Mr. Leader," said Ab, addressing himself 
to Cary, "I guess you are satisfied now with what 
you call ' a little ugly fun.' Our friend has made a 
miraculous escape." 

"Yes," said Cary, "we are satisfied. "We knew it 
was a little out of our line, but it was tempting, and 
we came near paying well for it" 

" What will we do with him ? " asked the Captain. 
" Blow for the boys, or drag him to where they are ? " 

"Just as you all may say," said Cary. 

"Drag him, of course," remarked Ab, and suiting 
his action to his words, he soon had a vine ready 
and noosed around his neck, and we moved to \diere 
Pete and his companions were butchering the bear. 

"Pete," said the Captain, "skin him carefully; ifs 
my hide " (the first blood always took the hide). 

Leaving Pete and his companions butchering the 
bear and skinning the panther, the hunters moved 
off to hunt the Big Hurricane. It was then in the 
early forenoon, the right time of the day to go in. 
Reaching a deep wash, where it debouched into the 
open bottom, Cary brought a halt, and said : 

*^ Now, Mr. Temple, here is what I call the mo«tli 
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of the ^ Clay Giit ; ' it heads up in and drains a wet 
slash in the heart of the Hurricane. It is dry now, 
and we can walk up it I call it the ' Clay Gut,' 
because it is washed out to the clay. It has, as you 
see, a hard clay bottom.'' 

The hunters started up it, single file, to hunt for 
tiie oldest bear inhabitant of the woods. It had 
washed out six or eight feet deep. Winding up 
through the jungle, egress to or from it could only 
be made through the narrow openings made by the 
rotting out of the old logs ; the trails were arched 
over by cane and vines; frequently small runs came 
into it, and we saw not the sun until we reached the 
slash. 

Reaching the slash we halted to rest, when Gary 
remarked that he had been there only once. "It 
was," said he, " last November a year ago. Upon 
reaching the spot where we now are, I saw two large 
bucks with their horns locked; they seemed to be 
exhausted; and one was upon his knees. I shot the 
one standing, and killed the other with my knife. 
As I shot I saw a large panther move slowly away 
from near where they were standing, the same, most 
likely, we killed this morning; he was doubtless 
wailing to make his supper out of one of them, as 
he did, for I left them, not being able to take them 
away. They may have been locked together a day 
<» more, judging from the manner in which the 
ground was torn up. They were the largest bucks 
I ever saw; you will say they are the largest deer 
horns you ever saw. I defy any one to pull them 
apart without breaking off a peg. We will go and 
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find than; Hlo panliier etrtadnlj did not eat op tkft 
horns:'* 

We went in search of the lu>nu^ hv±, reaching 
tine spot wh^re Ihey were expected to be foand,tk»7 
were not there. Cary looked a Htde confounded, 
BO certttn was he of finding* them whare atactod. 

^ Certainly no one has been here and tak^n them 
away. I have not been relating a dream/' siod he, 
looking again from the position where he stood wh^ 
relating the story of the bncks. " Yes ; it was h«fe 
I left th^n. Let me take a look in the divection I 
saw the panther more away/' Walking some flij^ 
or more yards, he came to the e4%e of the oane. 
**Here they are/' says he, 

W.e all had become anxious to see the looked 
horns, and were soon with him. They had been 
dragged to the edge of the cane, and were still 
looked. It must have been a powerful beast to hare 
done it They were there and not yet separated fi^om 
the head* Larger deer horns none professed %vet 
to have i^en. All hands took a pull and tried to 
separate them, but gave it up that it oould nDt be 
done without " breaking a peg." 

While we were discussing the horns, tiie dogs 
were exploring the surroundings. Ifumerous wisd- 
ing trails came into the slash from the jungle, smootb 
and hard — ^too hard to discover the foo1>-prints of the 
many travelers that passed over them. The opening 
made by the slash contained, perhaps, three aeres, 
upon which no vegetation grew— it was a deer*lick 

" Hark ! " said Cary, « that's old Start/' 

In a moment several of the half-houndil hroke^nt : 
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m m fierce bay. MoTtng aerbsa the Bhrnhj we had 
not reached the edge of the cane before the whole 
pack wera in, barking furiously. Oseaar and Bess 
atood by their master waiting for the words ^^ go in." 
Tke dogs were baying less than an hundred yards 
from where we stood, and it was impossible for man 
to get to them except upon his knees. 

**lfow," said the Captain, "if it should happen to 
be the oldest inhabitant, he will not leave if he is 
well heused; no, not so long as he can keep his tail- 
end ;»^ected. Some oi us must slip in-*-crawl in 
^— and give him a starf 

" If crawling is to be done, my young hunter 
friend here,** pmnting to myself, "may be relied 
upon,*' said Temple. 

" It is an ugly job for a grown man, but for a boy 
who has not foirgotten how to crawl, he would be in 
bb dement," was my remark, accepting the honor. 

I simply asked Temple to let his dogs " go in," 
aad was oS^ examining my priming as I went. I 
soon found a winding trail in the right direction. 
Half bent I went in with heart palpitating-*-right up 
in my throat. Reaching within twenty yards, I 
came within full view of him and the dogs through 
a narrow vi^a, which was made by the rotting out 
id a la^e fallen tree, Uie stump of which formed 
the r0Mx of his lair. The cane tops and vines had 
ecNDEipletely arched over the stump. With his back 
to the old stump, he was striking right and left at 
the approach of the dogs. Alive to the situation, 
knowing that I filled the only passway out, and that 
fisv shot most be a death one or be run over and 
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possibly hurt by him, I resolved to wait my chance 
for a better shot. The dogs formed a half circle is 
front of him; his head was in perpetaal motion. Z 
waited for him to rise upon his hind feet, when I 
felt sure of putting my bullet in his heart Suddenly 
CfiBsar and Bess passed me, jumping over my lefl 
shoulder. The bear's attention was attracted by 
them, when he discovered me. Instantly he made 
a leap, leaping clear of the dogs in front. I had 
gotten over the bear-buck-ague, and felt steady. 
My rifle was leveled well upon his great broad head 
as he came in a straight line toward me, tdming t^ 
put my ball between his eyes. I fired ; he fell to 
his knees. In an instant I saw that it was not a 
death shot; my ball had struck too high, glancing 
over, taking off" the skin for a couple or more inches, 
and commenced reloading. The dogs covered him 
before he rose from the stunning effect of the shot 
He had only come to his knees. Ceesar and Bess 
were to their places, the half-hounds holding him 
well behind. Several of the dogs had gotten to the 
front, thinking it was all up with him.' Rising upon 
his rump he made a plunge, but was impeded by 
the dogs. Caesar and Bess were fast hold of their 
&vorite catch, close under his deep sides; they were 
holding on to their part of his broad arms close up 
to his body. I had moved my position, pressing one 
side into Hie cane to his broadside. By this time 
he had fully recovered from his stun; a large y^ow 
quarter-hound of Pet's was at his head ; in attempt* 
ing to make his escape he was prevented by thA 
cane and became a victim of the mouAter's greaA 
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ji^Ws, crushing him through and through close over 
kis vitals. Making another plunge he relieved him- 
self of Csesar, dashing him against the cane, and 
broke for the slash. I was just in the act of priming 
for another shot; a moment more and I would have 
been the little king bee of the hunt, for he was the 
"oldest inhabitant" of the woods. The hunters in 
the slash stood ready for him; he crashed through 
the cane like a young tornado. Clearing the cane, 
five well-aimed rifle bullets were shot into him, 
three passing through his heart. His running being 
accelerated, he ran across the slash and fell fall 
length upon his broad belly at the head of the clay- 
gut, with a loud groan or moan, as if human. When 
we reached him he was dead — dead as he fell. The 
monster bear, the oldest inhabitant of his kind, the 
bear that had worried our friend Cary and his dogs 
BO often, the great bear of the Big Hatchie country, 
<rf the Big Hurricane, lay dead before us. We spread 
ourselves out on the ground to rest; tired, though 
dealing out but little physical toil. The hunter's 
mind, soul and heart had been in intense excitement 
till the killing— we were tired from the relax. Gary 
blowed his horn for the bovs; we waited their com- 
iag. It gave us time to rest and comment upon the 
last half hour's work, which our good looking young 
leader said in the early morning was worth a week's 
hunting. We had relieved our friend Gary's hunt- 
ing ground of his two troubles — the great bear and 
the panther. He was as fat as bear of his size and 
a^ ever get to be. Without any means of weighing 
hm, the hunters' estimate as he lay, was that he 
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would w<^igh a little short of mvea hundr^ poutklii 
His age, who knew ? He had grown gray airontid 
the eyes, and his teeth worn off more tbaa half th^ 
-original length. The writer is, perh^s, the mily 
one living of the hunters in that celebnUied htmt) 
when the big bear of the Big Hurricane was killed^ 
He was then a boy ih his thirteenth year; the Aen 
youngest of the hunters was his friend Gary, wbd 
died several years after. Whether any of the otfa^ifs 
are among the living is unknown to him; if Mvingj 
they will testify to the material statements in thd 
account of this hunt — ^it took place forty-fiVe yeara 
ago. If the old negro Jack is living he will beM 
witness, if the reader thinks the writer is dealiiig. 
in fiction. Jack was then thirty; he was an old 
young negro ; he was living in Memphis last yewn 
When the boys arrived all hands went to workj 
some holding, some ripping, and others sMimin^ 
The hide was soon stripped from his huge carcass. 
The five bullet holes were plainly in reKef, and «i^h 
hunter could have claimed his shot from ttie size of 
the hole, either one of which would have killed 
him; a small breakfast plate would have co\^ered 
them all. Four^poles were procured, a quarter p^ 
on each, and two men to a pole, we started baefc 
down the clay-gut. The hide was a^gned to the 
writer; it was as much as he could possibly tsatryf 
more, had he not had a hand in the WHing. Afte^ 
much toil we reached the bottom. The two bears 
killed that morning were more than three horscMi 
could pack, so we bent down some saplings and hfMg 
up enough for another trip. The boys had pleirf^ 
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tinie, m tibe suu had just cros^ied tke meiidian. 

We all returned to the camp the »ame way that 
we caiue, and spent the afternoon talking over th« 
events and incidents of the morning. A fine, fitfe 
gobbler wag suspended before. the fire, roasting for 
our dinner. 

Beader, did you ever eat of a fat gobbler, a wild 
^ae, roftfited before the fire ? None of you young 
ones bavn't, I guess, for it was a dish for " old times," 
IbefoBe cooking stoves were brought into use. Eich, 
brown and juicy, I have seen them carved at my 
&&er's table. 

An hour before aundown, the Captain stalked oiF 
to roofit. another gang of turkeys, remarking, that 
for his eating he wouldn't give one fat turkey for a 
whole eix-hundred-pound bear. No one dissented. 

The sunset gave promise of another fair day. The 
old proverb, that 

" Eveaing i^d and jrorning graj 
Sets the travf ler on his way \ 
Slvening gray and morning red 
Brings down rain upon his head/' 

]» remembered by all Old hunters, and relied upon in 
determining the character of the weather for tha 
next day. We had come to make a three days' 
bimty rekimi&g Christmas eve« The hunt for the 
morrow was to be in the Big Bend, below the mouth 
of the lagoofi. The Captain had gone after his 
turkeys, taking Pete. The hunters wbiled away 
Hie hour imtil he returned in camp talk and rekting 
MiecdiQtes. The negroes stood around ei^ying the 
^akes^ when old Jade put in and said: 
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" Mars Gary, has my young hunter master told 
you 'bout Mistiss and the childen going chestnut 
hunting, and being most scared to death by the 
bear?" 

"No," said Gary. "How was it, Jack? You 
tell it" 

" Well, you see, Mistiss, she had promised the chil- 
den to go wid 'em chestut-hunting. So one Satu^ 
day, after dinner, they all went. Mistiss, she to(A: 
all the white childen and the little darkies to pick 
up chestnuts. They went down the creek half a 
mile — ^mebbe a little more. The chestnut trees was 
fuller last fall than they has been since we moved to 
the country. They had just begun to open, bCit 
hadn't begun to fell out; so she took me along wiA 
my ax to cut down the small trees that was fuUeis^^ 
My young master, there, he went along too. He 
took his little rifle to shoot squirrels." 

" Well, Jack," said Gary, " we want to get to the 
chestnuts and the bear." 

" Ise gwine right thar. Mars Gary, as fast and as 
straight as I can take you. Well, as I was saying, 
Mbtiss took the white childen and the young 
darkies" — 

" But you have told us that, Jack." 

" Well, we will just say that we got to the cttest^ 
nut trees without going." 

"That is it. Jack," said Gary, "go on." 

" Well, Mistiss, she and the childen is at the chest- 
nut trees. The childen, they was running aboat 
picking up chestnuts; they want plenty on ikn^ 
grown. Mistiss, she was walking about on tfeei 
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tigh bluff, with a bunch of yellow flowers in her 
hand; the trees was on the bluff." 

*' Well, Jack, what about the bear ? Where was 
he?" said Gary. 

Well, I declar, Mars Gary, if you aint the most 
impationest man I ever did see. Aint I getting to 
the bear part fast as I kin ? You see Mistiss, as I 
said, was walkin on the bluff, and the childen, they 
was running about after chestnuts; they wasent 
plenty on the ground." 

"But the bear; how did he scare?" 

" WeD, aint I coming right straight to the bear? 
As I was saying, the chestnuts want plenty on the 
ground. They heard em iGEtlling thick little ways 
b'low, and way they went. Mistiss, she was stand- 
ing" on the bluff. She was close by the tree the 
<&ilden was running to. She just looked up the 
tree to see if it was full of chestnuts, and she began 
to screiun, and scream as loud as she could, ^bear! 
bear!' The childen, they began to scream and 
i^uall. You never did hear sich screaming. The 
childen bollard * where, where ? ' They was scared 
eo bad they didn't know which way to look or run, 
till the old bear made such a fiiss up the tree, rak- 
ing the bark as she was backing down. The chil- 
den lodsied up. The bear had got close down to 
the ground. Her two cubs, just above her, coming 
jdown, too. The childen broke for home, Mistiss 
Ae right after them, screaming and squalling as 
they went The childen and Mistiss hadn't got no 
mqrs befoi^ the old bear and . cubs was on th« 
fgtwmdj ramiing like the dogs was after them, tiiB 
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other waj. I hoUard, and I^kM'dibr ftevt to oim^ 
back, but they wouldn't hero H^e nob^w, wd tifc^J 
didn't stop till they wns home." 

"Well, Jack, that is a good one,. but wheicJ wfti 
your young Master with his rifl/e? " 

^Lor bless cgub, his waa under the blvff shoo^iii:' 
sqmrrela." 

Just then the Oaptain oame in; he 4fftiii Bit 
loaded with turkeys. He had his oeyen thia .^tiiiiA. 

Two hours before day all were up^ guns dhat ofl^ 
wiped out, re-load0d and primed, and w^tmg 
break&st We made an early start lor ^ hii»tmg- 
gfound agreed upon. Crossing the la^Km, we w«i% 
soon in the switoh-cane. Before reaching ^ 
thick cane, old " Start *" struck a running tmi. . Th# 
hflJf-hounds joined him» and they wepat upon a fiitt 
run in the direction of the river* The hunt(^» 
pressed on afterthfixn. Tewple gave Oaesa^^and Besi 
word to " go in," JUaehing » w«t slash, QfM^, wW 
was ahead, stopped to exiotnine the tracks, to am 
what manner oi bear the dogs were adfleir. CotasMg 
np to him, he said : ^^It's an old die and two cnfas.f 

Before leaving the place, w;e heavd the doigs m 
^ftdl ery," coming as if on the "back track.^ 
C^Lry remarked that they had divided. In anotjadsr 
moment Csssar tseyi Bess, with a couple of thd hiil£> 
hounds, over-reached the cub (he had faeccon^ mtpt 
ffirated from the dam, and wae making his waybaisk 
to where they started), and had him stretd^ upon 
tibe ground, ^hen Gary got up he diqMrt<^bfid 
him with his kni&. . The pack were on a ^hig wmst^^ 
after the old. she* Bht was making hev best ivm i^ 
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Mach the Big Hafticane. Osesat and Bess, with 
the half-hotmds, were put in after her, fresh from 
the killing of the ccb. They didn't require to be 
hurried. The hunters hurried ; getting to the lagoon , 
we brought a halt to he«r the movement of the 
dogs* They had her at a lively bay, in the open 
woods, near the Hurricane. We increased our run 
for a short distance^ Discovering that she had 
changed her course, Temple remarked that his dogs 
had headed her off from tiie Hurricane. 

" That will suit Ab," says the Captain, " it well 
help him to get up to the kiUing." 

She turned in toward the river, heading back for 
the big bend. We pressed on after them. She was 
soon brought to a "stop" again. Before we got up, 
her course was changed in the direction of the 
camp. 

"Well," says the Captain, "we had better save 
mit breath; wait here till she concludes to stop and 
make fight." 

•i 

" C«sar and Bess will keep her angling about in 
Uhs open woods till we get up in sight She'll go 
no further then," said Temple. 

"Then," says Ab, "we had better greet them 
with our presence." 

Her course changed again, and she was coming Ml 
tilt straight to where we were standing. As she 
gotwitirin gun-shot of us, Csesar dashed in, swinging 
her h^ round. She broke again, when the dog 
^ttched her again. By this time Bess was at her 
pMtee, and fast hold of the other arm, bringing her 
upon her all-fours, the half-hounds covering her 
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behind. She made no further efforts to break, and 
tamed upon the dogs. She fought hard and furi- 
ous. Raising upon her hind legs, she shook her 
great body like ah earthquake, to rid herself of the 
dog and slut. The dog let go, and she made a ter- 
rible effort to get hold of Bess. In a moment tiie 
dog renewed his attack, taking her close up to the 
body, brought her down upon her side. To save 
himself, he let ga The half-hounds closed in upon 
her hard and heavy. She rose furious. She had 
become desperate. Her other arm being free, she 
made an effort to reach Bess. The slut hung on 
like "grim death," keeping her body well under the 
bear. The fight became fearfully terrific, when 
Gary said : 

"The dogs have had enough of it; we will go in 
and end the fight. Mr. Temple, end the fight, your 
slut will get hurt." 

Temple was of the same opinion. He waited a 
safe chance and shot her through the heart. She 
winced under it, staggered around and fell, falling 
upon the slut. Could Bess have uttered language 
suited to her feelings, she would have sung: 

** We cling to one another until death us do part." 

" Well, friend Temple," said Ab, " your dogs seem 
to be badly worried this time." 

"Yes," responded he, "it is always the case 
when they get hold of an old she that has cubs. 
The only time the slut was ever badly scratched was 
by an old she. They always fight harder when the 
cubs are following them." 
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"I reckon/' said the Captain, "that we ought to 
be satisfied now. Mr. Temple's dogs hare fer sur- 
passed anything I could hare conceived. They are 
under better command than any dogs I ever saw^ 
and their handling a bear is unsurpassed. This is 
our last day's hunt, and I think we ought to stop on 
this. We hav^ already killed six bears, four of 
them aggregating more meat than any four bears 
that was evBi* slaughtered in these woods." 

"Don't forget the turkeys," said Ab; '^I counted 
twelve hanging on the pole this morning — ^all big' 
gobblers — that will, as you say by the four bears, 
aggregate in weight more than any twelve gobblers 
I ever s^w." 

"Yes;/' said the Ci^tain, "we shall have more 
than the boys can well pack home. We must h^ve 
at least two thousand pounds of bear meat. I sug- 
gest that we end the hunt here; to-morrow will be 
Christmas, and my friend Ab wouldn't like to miss 
his egg-nog, and I want my little hunter friend's 
mother to have a fat gobbler for her Christmas 
dinner." 

It was agreed to end the hunt there. The sun 
had not crossed the meridian. The hunters assisted 
the boys with the old she, and we were soon at 
camp dividing and packing up. 

" What is in that big bank of ashes, there ?" said 
Ab to old Jack. 

" Why, its Mr. Temple's barr feet He put 'em 
in dis momin', and told us to mine 'em and keep 
'em covered up; I spec deys dun, now." 

"Yes," said Temple; "I wanted a good mess of 
6 
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bear feet before we left the camp^ Jack, are they 
done, do you think? '* 

*^ Yes, sir; Ise been smellin' dem some time. I 
knows dey is done/* 

«Pull them out, then," said Temple. "Mind, 
don't let the hair scorch/' 

Jack rolled out a couple of large paws, roasted in 
ti)e ashes to a smoking done. The ashes brushed 
off clean, Temple forked one up, stripped off the 
ekin, which slipped off like peeling a roasted onion, 
and a more delicate morsel was never greeted by 
man's appetite. None but a bear-hunter knows how 
to roast a bear's paw; the fore feet are the best. 
The writer can testify to their eating qualities. 
Everything being packed, the hunters parted with 
^pre9sions of mutual gratification. 
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CHAPTER VL 

JjatJbyets Biding the Circuit — The Methodist Preacher-^ 
The Scalding Cup of Coffee — The Nation* s Muster — 
Bloody Noses and Black Eyes — Proposed Prize Fight 
-^Ab and the Squatter's Wife — John Smith and Daniel 
Parker* 

The only place for man and beast to find rest, be«- 
tween Brownsville and* Covington, was at my 
fother's house. He turned no one away. It was 
the habit, in those days, for the lawyers to " ride the 
circuit j" to attend all the courts in the judicial 
district in which they resided. The lawyers of Jack* 
son and Brownsville practiced in the Circuit Court 
«t Covington, attending regularly the fall and spring 
terms. 

Among the early practitioners were Haakell, Brad*- 
ford and Huntsman, of Jackson, and Loving, Strother 
Mid Bichmond, of Brownsville. 

JOSHUA HASKELL 

was the first Circuit Court Judge in West Tennes- 
see. Tall and good looking, with great respect for 
his personal, his manner and mein marked him as 
a type of a well-fijiished gentleman. When on the 
bench, he commanded the high respect of the bar; 
maintaining, with propriety, the dignity due his 
high and honored position. Many incidents aad 
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an^dotes occurring itl tlie t)i'actice of the courts, at 
that eariy period, ar0 still preserved. I am indebted 
to one of the " Old J^olks''— the oldest of them ail- 
perhaps the only surviving extemporary of that 
period, for the following incident that occurred 
during the first court held by Judg^ Haskell ia 
Dyer county. 

The court was held in 'Squire Warren's dwelling- 
house, in the winter of 1823-4. The house was a 
common double log cabin, one end of which wals 
occupied by the family. There were only three 
cases on the docket A " log-heap '' fire was built 
outside to make comfort!able and warm those in 
attendance upon the court, who were not on the 
jury. 'Squire Warren was on the jury. A trading 
boat had landed at Cherry's bluff, on the Forked 
Deer, from which a supply of whisky had be^h 
jobtained by the neighbors, a portion of which had 
lK>und its way to the 'Squire's house, and was cir^ 
culating freely around the " log-heap" fire, ajs well 
as smdng those in the temporary oourt-roosE; and 
as the boys grew warm under the influence of both 
JireSy a dispute arose, between Berry JSTash imd a son 
of the proprietor, young Tom "V^arren. The quar- 
rel culminated in blows. Bei'ry let fly at young 
Tom, and Totn gave baok blow for bl^w,. The old 
'Squire ha^d a view from the jury box, throogh the 
Cracks of the logs, of what was going <m ^ouDud 
the " log*heap " fire. Becoming excited hims^f, he 
}ialk)oed put at the top of his voice to his son^ ^'Hit 
him again Tom, hit him ! JSever l6t it be said tM^t a 
man hit you on your own dunghill, and you didtt't 
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hit him back!" Tom, hearing the admonition of 
the old man, went into the fight in earnest, and 
badly " used up " Berry. The Judge— permitting 
the fight to go on until it was ended-— ordered the 
Sheriff, Charley McCrarey, to bring the two young 
men into court Nash, the aggressor, was the first 
brought in, a fine assessed, and the Sheriff ordered 
to keep him in custody until it was paid. Young 
Warren was then called up before the court, and the 
Judge was in the act of pronouncing a fine against 
him, when the old 'Squire rose from his seat among 
the jurors, and said: 

" Stop, stop, Jtidge ; Td naturally like to hear the 
law read that fin^ a man for fighting on hia own 
dunghill!" 

The late William R. Hess, a lawyer in attendance, 
and who was a friend to both parties, rose, and pro- 
claimed that there was no such law, and suggested, 
as the easiest way to settle the matter, that the young 
men go to the branch, wash their faces, come back 
and take a drink, make friends and go home. The 
jury had become so much demoralized by the 
rumpuSy that the Judge ordered the Sheriff to ad- 
journ court, with the admonition, that if the people 
of Dyer county did not do better the next time he 
held court, he would put the heads of all offenders 
"under the fence." Judge Haskell contributed 
greatly to the merriment of the lawyers and lovers 
of fiin in their journeying around tiie circuit. He 
enjoyed a good joke. 

ALEXANDER B. BEADFOBP, 

A handsome young,4awyer, was the most attractive 
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of the lawyers that rode the circuit. Dressing well, 
he was ever clothed in a finely fitting suit of fine 
blue broadcloth, with bright buttons. He seemed 
to have been born in the habilinaents of style — ^a" 
very Chesterfield in manners and address. A great 
favorite with my mother, he paid her the most 
courtly respect; a warm personal friend of the family, 
ho was ever a welcome guest at my father's house. 
General Bradford was among the earliest and first 
lawyers of West Tennessee, and was intimately con- 
nected and associated with the practice and juris- 
prudence of West Tennessee from the organizing 
of the first courts, running through a period of more 
than a quarter of a century. The mention of his 
name thrills the bosom of all who knew him and 
ejijoyed his personal acquaintance, as a very tyjpe of 
a true moLU. An old-young lawyer was 

MAJOR RICHMONI). 

A wit and humorist, everybody enjoyed his. society. 
He wore fine clothes, and kept his fur hat smooth 
by a habit of using his coat aleeve for a brush. The 
Major was gifted with a fund of anecdote; for the 
most part original, but not admissible in polite read- 
iug. He was the leading lawyer in "road cases." 
He used to say of himself, that he was "h — 1 upon 
roads." He was sought for and employed in all 
" divorce cases," and was the best mm. c(m. lawyer 
in the district. 

GENERAL LOVING 

was the idol of the bar in the Qarfy history of the 
courts at Brownsville. His personal was unex- 



in West Ihmessee. 127 

ceptionabie and fitaltless, both in form, manner and 
features. His name merits a higb place in the 
annals and history of Haywood. 

JOHN W. STROTHER, ESQ., 

was the lawyer among the lawyers of Brownsville 
in the early practice of the courts. Thin in flesh, 
wiry in nerve and tissue, and careless of dress and 
the personal, he passed among strangers for less 
than he "was worth." For more than a quarter of 
a century he lived in Brownsville. With great 
gentleness of manner, and purity of heart, he enjoyed 
a reputation worthy the strict sobriety and purity of 
his conduct. 

The party of lawyers, with the Judges, stopped at 
tny father's house to stay all night, on their way to 
the Covington court It was the spring term. I 
remember that it was "gobbling season," when the 
bark of the young hickory begins to slip. It was 
Saturday evening. It was the aim of the lawyers 
to reach Covington Sunday evening, before Monday, 
the first day of court They were in no hurry for 
breakjOetst; it being Sunday morning, nobody was in 
a hurry. All nature enjoys sweet repose in the soft 
mornings of spring, and all hands "and the cook" 
are licensed to sleep late on Sunday morning^ in 
the country. 

Break&tdt was ready and waiting for the guests, 
when a couple of strangers rode up and asked for 
breakfast and horse-feed. My father told them to 
get down and come in, ordering their horses to be 
taken and fed. The breakfast was on the table; 
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their eomiDg ddiayed its being served «p nnlsl they 
had washed their handa and faees. Jl^ey had tii^ 
appearance of having laid out all night, bnt were 
well dressed in broadcloth. On their coming in 
one of them introduced himself^ and then intro- 
duced his traveling companion as the RevereBd Mr. 
Hutohington. (The reverend part need not have 
been introduced, as all 'who wete femitiar with the 
fashions of the day tnew^frOto 1;he liut of his c(»it, 
which was a regular shad-belly, that he was a Metho- 
dist preacher.) ' ' . " 

Breakfast was annotmced, and they ^ere Invito 
to seats at the toble* My fether, it W^ 0V^r Ms etis- 
tom, said grace— his every day grace: ^*L6rd bleaii 
us in what we are abdilt to i*6fee{ve, for Chiist's 
sake.*' 

The reverend gentlemati, as he r^sed his head, 
threw a glancing eye^upion the^ head of the femillf^ 
as he finished his short blessing, as much &s to say \ 
^ My professional calling is 1^ot recJo^ifced.^ 

Helping and changing of plates went on from a 
large dish of turkey steak (which was common with 
us, as it was only a walk across the field to take 
down a gobbler any morning during "gobbling sea* 
son.") 

^oflfee, an article of luxury in those days, 
was dished out and passed around. My mother, 
ever mindful of her North Carolina raising, showed 
the agreeable, commencing with the nearest guest: 

"Judge Haskell, is your coffee agreeable?" 

" Thank you. Madam, most agreeable. Such a 
cup of coftee I have not tasted in the district." 



•i^'-. 



Ml sWfsr Tmmeaaee. 129 



: *tD(hj^ tak^ij^eaiQ in yoto coffee, M^or Rich- 

" Colonel Bradford, I neglected to ask you if your 
^jfQ^ffige "wm aip^^i^W^." 

*^Miu}iam, it is; iH&cta^r itaeli'' Smacking his lips, 
b^ oeptiiiued in :it@ prdiae utitil .my &ther had to 
pemittdhim tbat.it would- get cold. . Passing around 
vith like questions^ she came to the preacher and 
said: 
. " J^nd you, air, is your coffee agreeable ? '^ 

"Yes, Madam, only it's a Utile cold." 

Major Bichmond^s quizzical eye was upon him in 
ftn iiifitaiit, and then at my mother, who was dumb. 

The reverend gentleman, thinking that truth waa 
the propriety of language at aU Umes, braved the 
cuttxng of eyes across the table. He may have 
aimed an arrow for not being called upon to "ask a 
blessing/' * 

To relieve the situation, which had been chiUed a 
little by the cup of " cold coffee," the humorous 
Major, addressing himself to the Parson, inquired 
where he and his friend had stayed all night. 

"On the river-bank, sir," he replied, " with the 
sand-beach for a pillow. We reached the ferry after 
night-fall. The ferryman had left. After splitting 
our throats hallooing for him, we made our couch 
upon the sand." 

" Then you must have a pretty good appetite this 
morning," said the Major. 

" Yes, sir. We rode all day, not eating anything 
since yesterday at breakfast, and a poor one it was.*' 
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Just then his "coM cup'' was out My mother 
asked him if he would have another cup of coflfee. . 
He thanked her, at the same iime sending up his 

oup. 

In the meantime a fresh pot of coffise had be^n 
brought in, scalding hot, from which she filled his 
cup and returned it. The Major having him engaged 
in a lively talk, he had not observed it smoking; 
thinking it was like its predecessor, >or possibly 
colder still, he raised it to his lips and took a hearty 
sip, filling his mouth full of Ae scalding fluid. 
{Grimeny!) So unexpected, unable to turn right or 
left without scalding his neighbor, he let fly, the 
coffee gushing out of his mouth like an inch and a 
half squirt gun all over liie table. Not waiting to 
be asked if his coffee was "agreeable," he rose from 
the table with his bandanna to his moi;ith, and made 
for the water pail. 

" Well,'' said his traveling companion, who seemed 
not to sympathize with him, " my reverend friend 
has got a touch of the blue blazes this time; wonder 
if he wont prefer it cold next time?" 

The breakfast closed with the Psh^ou's second cup 
of coffee. The jolly Major followed him out to the 
water pail condoling with him, for he was terribly 
scalded. My mother soon followed with a cup of 
new cream, offering a thousand apologies for not 
informing him that she had filled his cup from a 
fresh pot, and explaining how it was that his first 
cup was cold, pressing upon him to take a mouthful 
of cold cream.y that it would alleviate his, suffering; 
•he wafi so sorry, regretted so mtioh the juakhap,iaid 



in West Tennessee. ISl 

licked tbat he wonM mxm be well of it The inci- 
dent of the Methodist pr^u^her^ and the hot cup of 
ci^ee, waa ever remembered by the party present 
on that Sabbath morning, and served a& an amusing; 
topic for many years afterward. 

The settlements north of the Big Hatchie, in Tip- 
ton^ had began to form voting precincts and orga^ 
nize the militia. A battalion muster was to come 
off that spring at Hurricane Hill. A big muster in 
those days attracted every one; tie old, who had 
pas^ muster y as well as the underage; men, women, 
children and negroes gathered at a muster. Cakes 
and pies, with beer and cidel", was always on hand 
in thick profusion; not unfrequently a barrel of 
^* red-eye" was found on tap under the hill near the 
spring. The drum and fife (no company was allowed 
to be mustered in without its drum, and fife Major) 
-was music most divine, bringing out the most thrill- 
ing patriotic demonstrations. The drum and the 
fife, to the tune of "Yankee Doodle" and the ** Jay 
bird died with the whooping cough," failed not to 
arouse the "spread eagle" in everybody's bosom — 
glorious days was " old times." General Jackson, 
the military chieftain of the age, was the rising man 
for the Presidency ; the eighth of January was yet 
fresh in the land; a military parade was most entku- 
sing; it was the sovereign's day, a nation's muster. The 
settlements all turned out to the big muster at Hurri- 
cane Hill that day. The gathering of the denv 
zeiu* culminated early. The Lieutenants, with their 
drummers, had taken their positions to form. From 
half a dozen hillocks, or shady places, was heard: 
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^^ Ok jLes ! ta yes ! all wl^o^bdoiig to Captem Jonei^ 
Bompany will fall ii\to xaniEis/' 

^^Ohy^sl ohjes! Giqpiaw B»m68^ eoH^paaj wUl 
forioa; &11 iotto. ranks." 

"Oh yes! oh yes! .Oaptam Smifli's craapany mUr 
&11 ijito ribikB." ThuB went the raimda until the 
4ifiSeresit oompaniee oomposiDg the hattalion were, 
lonoed* Thea c^manoed the drilling: 

^^ JSye# rights and di^esa ! Moulder arms ! ^der 
l^ms! Drop ymr butts square ttpan the. ground^ wUh 
tM.imks bekmdl Keep your left arms sti^aightdowii 
your left leg. Now:, shoulder arms ! " ! Thus the drill 
icontinuM until mastered off. by the A^ittant Mtgor 
l^nd Ibrmed into battalion, and marehed out to the 
field £pj? further manoBuvering accor(UBg to^^Stott's 
ta^os." 

The mustering over, the battalion was marehed 
baek to tb^ dtore and disbanded, when a rush waa 
made for the cake and beer stands, many findii^ 
iheif wny tQ the barrel of "red-eye" on tap under 
the hill* As the day b^an to wane, the spirit of the 
" critteri" began to brew the usual fights. A squad 
of jolly fellows, made a r^d on one of the pie and 
<jake stanfis, lead by the ** Bully of the Hill," Ab 
Gainea. (Jainea h^d gotten, hold of the young ven- 
dor of the pies and cakes by the nap of his neck, 
handling him roughly — ^thumping his head against 
JJie <?^k^ stand — ^while his ebums w^t^ filling their 
.p<>^ketB. John Barnes, the blac]^mith, was standi 
ing near, and being a friend to the young man, 
beside an advocate of fiswr play, he remonstrated 
^th the "Bully of the Hill." Gainee reeeutedthe 
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iAt^r&rence.iu a meofK^ng manner, when Barnes 
Ut drive^ sprawling him upon ^be grouod^ with thp 
renaafk: " You cowayd; you have bulUed this Hill long 
moughl '^ Ab rose to his feet and " went for " Barneer, 
makipg. a pa«g. Ba^Q^ was too quick for him, an4 
Ah went ta the ground ^^in. In the meantime 
the Mends of the parties had began to close in and 
around. The writer, yet in his early teens, mounted 
the cake stand to get put. of the Wjay,.aQ4't9 ol^aiiji 
« better view of the fight. Gaines roa^e to his feet 
agidn, cried " fwr play," and went at B^nes the thiwi 
time, when a well placed^ blow, over his ^^ft temple 
and eye,, brought hion to the ground harder than 
lever. A general %ht had begun ; a jdozen or more 
anen wore having a regular "^et-to." JiTone at- 
tempted to interfere or part theip; ,eyes apd noses 
were Aofierii^g. terribly; they fought on until "each 
jnan had , whipped his man." Ab was the first to 
propose a truce. With difliculty he arose to his feet 
after the third knock-down, and said: 

" You are more than! a match for me to-day. I am 
not in a fix. to fight to-day. I am d|*unk; too drunk 
to hold you a good fight. I'll see you again." 

"You can see me whenever it may suit you. I 
take no advantage of a drunken ii;ian. I will meet 
jOM in a ^square fight* whenever it may please you 
to name the time and place,'' said Barnes. r 

"It had as well be on this Hill, and this day two 
weeks; I will be here with my friends^" said 
Qaines. 

"It suits me," said Barnes; " name the hour. 

"Let it be an hour to sunset," responded Gaines* 
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" Fll be here," said Barnes, when he separated 
himself from the crowd. 

The interest taken in the coming " square fight,** 
between two of the most powerful men in the settlei- 
ment, had caused the other belligerents to forget 
their diflferences. Black eyes and bloody noses only 
remained to ^ve evidence of the bloody " set-to ** 
that had just occurred. All hands made friends', 
took a drink, and went home. 

It was soon norrated through the settlement that 
Ab Gaines and John Barnes were to have a " square 
fight;" that the bully of Hurricane Hill had found 
his match. It was a matter of much surprise, how* 
ever, to the sober, steady men of the neighborhood 
that a man of Barnes' steady habits should enter 
the list of prize fighters. It was agreed, however, 
that Ab needed taking down, and no man could be 
found better able to do it than Barnes. Gaines was 
the heaviest man of the two; he stood full six feet 
five, broad and deep through the chest, and wore a 
number eleven shoe; and a hand — it was difficult to 
find a glove large enough to fit. Barnes, less in 
pounds and inches, was greatly his superior in the 
material of flesh, tissue and mtiscle. Made more pow- 
erful by hard licks at the anvil, he had never failed 
in an enterprise or undertaking dependent upon 
his manhood. 

Time was required for Ab to work the mean 
whisky out of him, and reduce himself in flesh. 
Could he do it? was the grave question amodg his 
intimate friends. Their coming together upon equal 
advantages was fearful to contemplate. Barnes*' 
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coarage was undoubted; Gaines had played the 
bully, but had never sought his match; it was 
doubted whether he had tiie courage of his adver- 
sary in the coming conflict. As the time drew nigh 
§br them to meet, it was whispered through the 
neighborhood that Ab was softening — ^that he would 
"flicker/* Bets were being freely oflfered that he 
wouldn't come to time, and found no takers. His 
friends began to rally him; the boasting and big 
talk on their part had " dried up." Ab, through the 
aid of his friends, had well nigh gotten the whisky 
out of himself, and cjieered on to the conflict, when, 
a few days before the appointed day, he, with several 
of his friends, were at the Hill, and he got a taste of 
whisky. He tasted often, and drank deep; his 
friends could do nothing with him. In their eftbrts 
to keep him from drinking too much, he "let fly*' 
with that great fist of his and smashed several of 
their noses, and they left him to his &te. They had 
gone before he discovered that he was alone.' With 
some diflSculty he got on his horse and started for 
home. In going home he had to pass a squatter set* 
tier's house situated on the roadside. When getting 
near the squatter's house, he observed a man flaUivg 
a woman in liie front yard. Spurring up his horse, 
he went to her rescue. The squatter had his wife 
by the hair of her head, slinging her around, when 
Ab took hold of him, jerking him loose from his 
hold upon her hair and flat of his back, and com- 
meucisd pounding him heavily in the face. The 
wife, freed from the rough handling of her husband, 
turned upon Gain^. Seizing an ax that lay near. 
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sl^js &mt it intQ Ub . back up to the eye^ leaving it 
(rticjdug in him, with the remark: "N^ow^kt my 
husband alone," Ab rolled off the squatter^ ^jmg 
out, "Murder! murder!" , 

^The husband rose to his feet and pulled ^ as 
out g| his back, when the ru^ of blood waa inpit 
fearfuL Mounting Ab's horse, he rode for tb# n^m^ 
0st, doctor as fast as he could, who was.soQp m 
attendance, and examined the fearful cut. The ^x 
had gone in over the region of the Uver, seyeritjg 
pne or more ribs, and cutting off a portion of tJio 
liver^ which the Doctor took^out. The bleeding 
was profuse, and the Doctor pronounced it &taJ^. 

" There is no hope for you, Ab," he said ; " the 
bleeding is internal aad can't be stanched. If yoa 
have any worldly affairs about which you want to 
leave instructions, it will be well that you go aJ?but 

it" 

, " I have pone," said Gaines.. " Only one request 
will I make. You eay there is no hope; then mj 
last reque3t is, that you will send up to the store 
and get me a gajlon of whisky." 
" You shall have it, Ab," replied the Doctor. 

. The squatter, with the aid of his wife and the 
Doctor, got Ab in the house, and fixed a pallet on 
the floor. He then rode to the store for the whisky. 
The Doctor remained until the squatter returned 
with the jug of whisky. A tin cup was provided, 
and Ab told to drink at his pleasure. 

, yhe* Doctor left him with his comforter, saying 
that he would ride over the next morning. 
The next day, to the astonishment of the Doctoc, 
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he found Ab alive, and the jug empty. He finally 
recovered, but was rever himself again. The apol- 
ogy for not meeting Barnes in a test of manhood at 
t'he "Hill" on the following Saturday was satisfiic- 
tory. 

About this time the upper settlement was enjoying 
the relative merits of the manhood of John Smith 
aiid Daniel Parker. Both of them being quiet, good 
neighbors, and regular attendants at church, they 
startled the neighborhood by a falling out, A cotem* 
porary of '* old times," on the Big Lagoon, relates 
the occurrence to me in this wise : 

Smith engaged Parker to dig him a well. The 
price for digging it was agreed upon. According to 
Smith's words, Parker would find water in thirty 
feet, and the price to be paid was twenty-five ears 
of corn per foot, which would be seven bushels and 
d half. Cora~was then: selling at two dollars per 
bushel. The bargain was made in the spring of the 
year. Parker was to go to work right away, and to 
take one-half of the number in roasting-ears, as soon 
as Smith's corn was old enough. Parker was slow 
in commencing the job, digging all through the 
roasting-ear season, taking home with him every 
night as many roasting-ears as his day's labor would 
come to. His family was large, and it was their 
only bread. The digging continued until the depth 
of thirty feet had been reached. The corn, in the 
meantime,^had got hard; Parker continuing, how- 
ever, to take his twefaty or more ears home every 
night, which would be grated and bread made of it. 
By the time the thirty feet was reached Parker 
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bad taken up three hundred or more ears, and had 
not come to water, and, from the signs, was not 
likely to find it in perhaps thirty feet more of dig- 
ging. , A " water witch '' had, with his " witch-hazle" 
twig, located the place for digging the well, «md 
given his guarantee to Smith that water would be 
found in thirty feet from the surface. Smith's faith 
in the mystic art had induced him to name thirty 
feet as the distance Parker would have to dig to find 
water. The average wells of the neighborhood were 
sixty feet, and Parker declined digging any deeper 
unless he got an increased number of ears of corn 
per foot. Smith was not willing to accord it, and 
the digging stopped. Smith was excitable by natur^ 
a man of immense size in flesh, and the heaviest 
man in the neighborhood by an hundred pounds. 
He vowed, and swore he would stand by it, that if 
Parker didn't continue digging until he found water, 
he should not have another ear of corn. Parker^ 
whose frame of bones was capable of carrying more 
flesh than Smith's did, the largest raw-bony man in the 
settlement, and with all an acknowledged good 
fighter, swore that if Smith didn't let him have the 
number of ears due him on the digging, he would 
whip it out of him. Smith was firm and Parker 
resolute. They soon met. It was on road-working 
day, where all the neighborhood h'ad gathered to 
work on the road. Each party had their friends, 
and the fight was to be a fair one; no interference 
until Parker had whipped his two hundred and fifty 
ears of corn out of Smith, if he should prefer that 
kind of a settlement. Smith announced that he 
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Was willing to that kind of a settlement, if it would 
satisfy Parker, when he got through. So at it they 
went, stripped to their shirts. Smith was amiable 
in standing fair for Parker's blows, making it his aim 
to keep them out of his face and eyes, showing him- 
self an adept in fencing off the well aimed blows at 
his head and face. Parker, becoming a little weary 
in his futile effort in that direction, commenced his 
heavy digs in Smith's short ribs, and what he con- 
ceived to be the tender place, about the pit of his 
stomach, belaboring himself in using first one fist 
and then the other, until he was well nigh exhausted. 
In the meantime Smith's friends yelled out that 
Parker ought to be satisfied, when Parker, becoming 
good natured all at once, declared himself satisfied, 
saying that he would as soon undertake to fight a 
bag of feathers. 

"And,'' says Smith, "I worfld as soon undertake 
to strike at a horn-beam stump." 
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CHAPTER VIL 

The Character of the Men who Settled We^ Tennessee — 
Tqaon County y its Original Territory and Topographical 
Features — Organization and Officers of the First Courts 
— The Firsii Venire of Grand and Petit Juries — Jacob 
Tipton — Robert Sanford — Covington — The first Mer- 
chants — The First Physicians — The Calmes Tavern — 
The Tavern- Keeper — The Boys about Town — The New 
Sign and the Bell-Ringing — The Calves in the Court- 
House — Holnhousefs Court — Old Johnny Giddins — 
Tacket Kills Mitchell — Gray Case; his Life Staked upon 
a Game of Cards — Rufus Garland — GrandviUe 2>. 
Searcy — The Fourth of July Celebration — Charles G. 
Fisher — N<dhan Adams — William Coward and the Wolf 
Story — Armstead Morehead — David Crockett and his 
Competitors for Congress, 

It was not from the cesspools and scun^ of' the 
society of old States that^West Tennessee was peo- 
pled. The rich and fertile virgin lands of the dis- 
trict early attracted the enterprising and indus^ious 
men of wealth and intelligence, the strongest and 
best material from the old States — a historic fact 
well attested by many now living who have kept 
pace with '* ever marching time.'* 

The brave hearts and strong arms of the heroic 
fathers, husbands and sons were nobly sustained by 
the heroism of their wives, mothers and daughters, 
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|^|i^: f bikir>!^4 wi%tl)t^ the toils ^nd hardships of 
subduing the wilderness. ' 

Ohy ye daughters of sunshine and ease! ye lovely 
women of romiuice and pleasure I ye dwellers in the 
gay^^" social solitude!" ye revelers in the fashions 
of gay city life, delicate exotics of a soft, luxuriant 
society 1 think of the noble, brave-hearted mothers, 
wiyes and daughters who triumphantly battled 
figainst the perils and hardships of a frontier life, 
aiding and encouraging their husbands, fathers, sons 
and brothers in subduing the forests and opening up 
the wildwoods, making it the fitting abode for refined 
civilized enjoyment, Noble mothers ! Fond meia- 
ori^ of their heroism are embalmed in the heart's 
affection, the common heritage of their successors^ 

The eye of the traveler when passing through West 
Tennessee of the present day is amazed with pleas- 
urable delight in seeing its broad acres teeming witti 
wealth and luxury, with its beautifully ^uilt cities 
and towns, its lovely resident mansions and refined 
and elegant sppiety, and wonders when told that it 
4$ all the ^prowth of less than half a century; that of 
:tbe early settlers, who came with the pocket-compass 
ip their hands^ followed, by the blazer with his aj^, 
'many ure ypt amopg the active men of the present 
day — ^ar^ yet living to recount where t^he first 
^* comer-stone " was laid, and point to where the first 
tent was pitched in the wilderness. The limits o£ 
these reminiscences, however, is restricted cdone to 
4^ JMM^ to ^^ old times," ^d it is of Tipton and Cov- 
ifgtfm that I would write in this chapter. 
, It was not Bntil the y^ar 1818 that the Chickasaw 
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title to the lands west of the Tennessee riter, withiti 
the limits of the State, was extinguished. The year 
following, 1819, by an act of the Legislature, the 
territory known as the Big Hatchie country was 
attached for judicial purposes to the county of Har- 
din. In 1821, by the act fixing the boundaries of 
Madison and Shelby, the territory forming the county 
of Tipton was attached to Shelby, until 1828, when 
it became a separate and independent county, and 
the boundaries established. 

Bordering on the Mississippi river to the west; 
to the north and south by the waters of the Forked 
Deer and Loosa Hatchie, with the Big Hatchie 
running through the center, no county in the State 
Tcould boast of so rich a body of virgin lands, or 
ottered such inducements to the enterprising agri- 
culturist. The topographical features of the county 
differ but little from the other counties in West 
Tennessee, noted only for its beautiful western front, 
overlooking the great river. The "Mill Ston^ 
Mountain,'' an interesting feature, found among the 
range of hills bordering on the Big Hatchie, near 
its mouth — B, novelty of itself— is the more inter- 
esting for its being a solid mass of concrete rock, 
fi^m which te wrought the best mill-stones in use ; 
said to be equal, if not better, than the celebrated 
French burr. Less than a half mile in diameter at 
its base, it rises in cone shape from the banks of the 
Hatchie, towering above the tallest forest trees, its 
apex perfectly level, overlooking the surrounding 
country. Above and near it, on the banks of tiie 
Hatchie, is a well marked ancient fortification, frona 
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the foot-prints of time judged to belong to the pe- 
riod when the " Mound Eace " inhabited the country. 
The location seems to have been well taken, in an 
abrupt bend of the river, and constructed after the 
manner of constructing fortifications in modern 
days; in the ditch forming a crescent towards the 
land-front, numerous forest trees are growing of 
huge size, in age apparently equal to the oldest in 
the forest. Within the fortification are several 
"mounds," from which human bones have been 
taken, with specimens of pottery or earthen ware. 
It is related to the writer, by a descendant of one of 
the oldest and first settlers in Tipton, that many 
years ago a fragment of a well burnt brick was 
picked up in the vicinity of this ancient fortification, 
upon which the foot-print of a goat was well defined. 
To suppose about it, would be that the goat left his 
foot-print upon the brick while lying upon the yard, 
and before it was put into the kiln to be burnt 
In the same vicinity, many feet below the surface of 
the earth, charcoal and charred pieces of wood have 
been dug up. That brickbat, as well as the old 
fortification with its connecting history, must be left 
to the pen of the curious, who may assume to write 
of the period beyond the dark ages; of an extinct 
race whose only history is left in the silent tombs of 
their own making, possibly before Noah was called 
upon to lay the keel and temper the ribs of the ark.- 
It is of Tipton and the first settlers under the do- 
minion of the State of Tennessee that I write. 
jPn the first day of December, 1823, the first court 
was organized and held at the house of Kathan 
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Hartsfteld, two or more miles sou th west of where 
Covington now stands. It was organized and held 
by the first magistrates appointed for the county by 
Governor Carroll, and were Nathan Hartsfield, John 
T. Brown, Jacob Tipton, Andrew Greer, John C. 
McKean and George Robinson. John C. McKean 
was made chairman of the court The court being 
organized, they went into an election for county 
officers, which resulted as follows : 

Andrew Greer, Clerk; John T. Bjrown, Sheriff; 
Nathan Hartsfield, Register; William Henson, Ran- 
ger; George Robinson, Coroner. It may be observed 
that the members of the court elected themselves 
to the first offices of the county. We are not to 
conclude, however, that it was for the iemcduments, 
but for the lack of material in men to rill them. It 
is mentioned as an instance of the sparseness of the 
inhabitants of the county, that in that year the first 
wedding took place, and every white family in the 
county was invited, and when gathered together 
the male adults numbered not more than sixty. 

It may not be uninteresting to the readers of Old 
Times in Tipton, to read over the first venire from 
which the petit and grand jurors were chosen for 
the first courts held in the county after the organi- 
zation, on the first of December, 1823. They were 
Owen Evans, Samuel P. Givens, Matthew Isaacs, 
Matthew Alexander, Alexander Robinson, Daniel 
Young, William Wright, William Henson, Johu 
Smith, N. Elliot, G. Yarbrough, Clarke Burdsall, 
M. Hutchinson, WiHiam Rdbinson, Samuel Rob^ 
son, A. R; 'Logan, Jubilee Gagin, G. Kenney, John 
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Robinson, Jefi'erson Childress and Addison D, Packs- 
ton. Of these names, including the members and 
officers, none are now among the living. In 1824 
the county site was located at 

COVINMON, 

and in 1825 the town was laid off, and the lots sold 
at public sale, on the twelfth day of April of that 
year, by commissioners appointed by the court. The 
commissioners were Marcus Calmes, John Eokford, 
Robert G. Green, E. T. Pope and Alexander Robin- 
son. Covington is beautifully situated on an emi- 
nence overlooking the surrounding range of hills. 
Within a stone's throw of the public square gushes 
a bold spring, capable of affording water for a 
populous city, beside numerous smaller ones of 
excellent water. The town, when located and estab- 
lished as the county site, was near the center of the 
county, which comprised a large and fertile territory 
north of the Big Hatchie. In 1886 the county of 
Liauderdale was established, leaving Tipton alone 
south of the Hatchie, and Covington within six 
miles of its northern boundary. 

The county was called for the gallant Jacob Tip- 
ton, who was killed while leading his men in a charge 
against the Indians, near Fort Washington, under 
command of General St. Clair, in 1791. History* 
mentions that when the intrepid Captain was on the 
eve of moving with his command to the support of 
General St. Clair, and after he had mounted his 
horse, he rode back in hearing of his wife, and left 
i#th her, as his last request, that if he should be 
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killed in the perilous service he was about entering, 
to change the name of their youngest son, who had 
been named Armsted Blevins. to Jacob. (Not Wil- 
liam, as is mentioned in Ramsey's history. The 
writer is enabled to make this correction by author- 
ity of the immediate family of the late General 
Tipton.) On the fourth of November, 1791, the 
brave Captain was killed, and his last injunction to 
his wife was complied with, and Armsted Blevins 
became Jacob ; the late General Jacob Tipton , among 
the first and most prominent settlers in Tipton 
county. He was appointed to the clerkship of the 
Circuit Court upon its organization in the county, 
which office he filled for many years. One of 
nature's noblemen, he was noted for his kind and 
generous hospitalities and courteous mien. A good 
and true man, his long and useful life was spent 
where he first settled, breathing his last midst his 
family and numerous friends in the old homestead. 
His name and his noble life fills an honored page 
in the early history of Tipton county. 

ROBERT SANFORD 

succeeded to the office of Clerk of the Circuit Court 
of Tipton. He was called from the plow-handle, 
and learned to handle the pen in the Clerk's office 
as deputy clerk. He soon became master of the 
situation, conducting the office with such marked 
intelligence and business precision that it was not 
long before he became the de facto Clerk. He was 
continued in the office by the votes of his fellow- 
citizens for many long years. Living to a ripe dd 
age, highly esteemed and venerated, he was gathered 
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to his fethers, and sleeps among the tombs of his 
deceased cotemporaries. 

Covington had its steady, sober — always sober — 
men, beside its frolicsome and rolicsome boys. 
Among the early settlers and merchants of the 
place was Major Armsted Morehead. The Major, 
after a residence of more than a quarter of a century, 
fixed his residence in the vicinity of Memphis, 
where he still resides, honored and esteemed as an 
honest, upright man. For twenty odd years he has 
supplied annnally the market of Memphis with 
choice watermelons of his own raising; having 
reached his three-score and ten years, he is yet 
found, as always heretofore, driving his own team. 

Marcus Oalmes own^d and kept the only tavern 
in Covington. He had been elected Sheriff of the 
county; the duties of the office conflicting with his 
tavern keeping, he offered to sell or lease his tavern. 

Good scBools had been established in Covington. 
My fether had decided to move there to educate hia 
children. It was suggested to him that he had made 
reputation among the lawyers, riding the circuits, 
for feeding "man and beast;** that he would do well 
to lease Calmes' tavern, and make money while his 
children were going to school. Obtaining my 
mother^s consent for him to become a tavern- 
keeper in Covington, he entered upon his new en- 
terprise. 

THI OLD LOe TAVBRN, 

situated on the north side of the public square in 
Covington, is, or was, standing a few years ago. It 
was built in 1824 or *25, oi hewed logs, sixty feet 
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long by twenty wide; two stories high, afirame shed 
in the rear its full length, and a broad front gallery^ 
with sleeping apartments overhead^ containing ten 
rooms, including the dining room and ball room* 
The ball room was large, and when a press of guests 
came in, it was filled with cots and beds, which 
only occurred when cotlrt Was in session, or on the 
occasion of a general muster. My father entered 
earnestly Upon the duties of tavern-keeping, enter- 
taining all the travelers and many boarders. Cov- 
ington soon began to be a thriving village, with brick 
stores and handsomely built frame dwellings, painted 
white, with green blinds» Its first settlers were 
of the first families from the old States and Middle 
Tennessee. The rich, fertile lands of the county 
invited wealth and enterprise. Among the leading 
merchants of Covington were Booker, Clarkston, 
Holmes, Adams, Clarke, Smith and Morehead. 
The doctors were Stone, Green, Fisher, Hall, David 
Taylor and Woodward Cook, the latter a capital 
good fiddler. Old Dr. Cook was a great favorite 
with the boys and all lovers of good music. The 
practice of physio was an after-thought with him. 
The lawyers were Robert G. Green, Tom Taylor 
* an old bachelor,' and Grandville D. Searcy, young 
and sprightly. Phil Glen and Yankee White were 
added to the list a few years after. 

The Methodists, Presbyterians and Baptists had 
good churches. In those days everybody went to 
church on Sundays. It was a great day for the 
exhibition of gallantry and finery. A young man felt 
lonely in going to church without a young lady 
swinging to his left arm. 
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No town or village in the western district hadbetter 
schools at that time than Covington. The Reverend 
Doctor Chapman long connected with, and late the 
President of Chapel Hill, North Carolina, filled a 
high place both in the church and educational de- 
partment His family was an acquisition to the 
society of Covington. 

Among the men of wealth and personal merits 
who early settled in the vicinity of Covington, were 
the Tiptons, Dunhams, Garlands, Browns, Rober- 
sons, Hills, Harpers, Pryors, Lauderdales, Cowards, 
Cottons, Taylors,. and many others whose names 
are identifiad with the early settlement of the Big 
Hatchie country— connecting the past with the 
present. 

Covington was not without its dancing master 
in those days. Who of us, who were young then, 
who learned how to " forward and back — one — two 
— three — four and five, and back to place, swing 
corners and balance all," that don't remember old 
man Chapman, the dancing master, and his tall and 
handsome sou Gary ? 

Christmas, New Year's Day,theEighth of January, 
Twenty-Second of February and the Fourth of July 
never passed without a big ball, and no town was 
without its dancing master, as well as preacher. 
No store was considered to be well stocked with 
goods without silk stockings and dancing pumps. 
**01d times" in Covington were her best days. 

Of the early settlers of Covington but few are 
among the Uving at this writing. 
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DR. CHARLES G. FISHER, 

among the earliest settlen, has survived all of his 
cotemporaries. He still resides iu the place — re- 
siding in the same house that he built morfe thail 
fortj* years ago. He was a practicihg physidan ill 
my father's family forty-five J^festrs ago. His long 
and useful life will entitle his name to a memorial 
window in every household in ahd at*ound Coving* 
ton as one of the fathers of the land* 

Of the merchants who were then in active busi- 
ness life, now among the survivors of that early 
period, whose eventful career comes down to this 
present writing, none is deserving more of honorable 
mention than 

NATHAN ADAMS. 

I remember well his first appearance in Coving- 
ton. Young and handsome, (he was so regarded 
by the fair young women), with glossy black hair; 
intelligent,bewitching dark eyes ; always handsomely 
dressed, with artistically tied cravat. I thought him 
the very model of a refined, well-dressed gentleman. 
When the annals and history of West Tennessee 
shall be written, his name will merit a high place in 
the pages of her progress, in both city and country. 
Verging to a ripe old age, having passed his three 
score years, he yet moves with the elasticity of thirty 
years ago. A man of progress, an able financier, 
he now ranks among the wealthy, enterprising men 
of Memphis. Possessing a refined and appreciative 
taste, he enjoys life in the circle of his many friends. 
Among the cotemporary early settlers in Tipton, 
now living, and whose name has been identified 
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with the local interest of the country for near a half 
century, none is more worthy of mention than 

WILLIAM COWARD, ESQUIRE, 

"Starting in the world a poor boy," he began life in 
Jackson, Madison county, 1824-5, with Amour & 
Lake, clerking and running keel boats down the 
Forked JJeer and Mississippi, carrying cotton to 
New Orleans, they trusting to his integrity to bring 
back the proceeds. In 1826 he took a look at 
Memphis, when it was a village at the mouth of 
Wolf, Aiming to be a tiller of the soil, the rich 
lands of Tipton attracted him to where he settled in 
the woods near Covington. He still lives where he 
first settled, and in the house he first built, where, 
by his industry and probity, he has amassed a large 
fortune. Believing in the old adage, " that a rolling 
stone gathers no moss," he has never sought new 
places, or engaged in new enterprises. Wm. 
Coward always has a dollar to lend, and none knows 
better how to lend it, or who to lend it to. Ap- 
proaching three-score and ten years, he is yet an 
active business man , looking after and turning over his 
honest gains. It is not inappropriate to relate an 
occurrence that happened in his early life, illustra- 
tive of his care and vigil over what belongs to him. 
He went to New Orleans, with the first crop of cot- 
ton he made in Tipton, bringing back the proceeds 
in hard money in his saddle-bags. Arriving at 
Randolph, he swung the saddle-bags containing this 
^'hard cash" accross his shoulder and started on foot 
for home, twelve or fourteen miles distant Night 
overtook him soon after leaving the settlement near 
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Randolph, having many miles of wilderness to pass 
through. "WTien passing through the most unfre- 
quented portion of it, he was attacked by a hungry 
pack of wolves. Several miles distant from any 
house or settlement, with nothing to defend him- 
self but his hickory walking-stick, he was forced to 
take refuge in the nearest tree. Luckily, a small 
bending oak was at hand, and up it he went, to 
where a large limb grew straight up. Finding the 
weight of his saddle-bags too great to climb the 
limb with it on his shoulder, he swung it on the first 
limb and pulled himself above it The hungry wolves* 
in their furious attack, would run up on the bend- 
ing portion of the tree. Finding they could not reach 
him, they commenced snapping at the bag of hard 
cash. To keep the hungry blasts from rending the 
saddle-bags and spilling out all the money. Coward 
would swing himself down, holding on with one 
hand while laraping them over the head with his 
hickory stick. Thus he was kept up the tree de- 
fending and keeping the wolves oS of his saddle- 
bags until relieved by daylight, when the hungry 
wolves left for their dark holes. 

The Calmes tavern had no sign indicating that it 
was a place of entertainment for travelers, other 
than a horse-rack in front for them to hitch their 
horses. An expert sign-painter came along, and 
• pursuaded my father to have a fine sign painted and 
swung up. The suggestion met with favor, and the 
sign-painter went to work upon a four by four 
square board. At my mother's suggestion, the name 
" tavern " was dropped, and " hotel " adopted. " Cov- 
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ington" was painted in the form of a crescent, in 
large letters, a star in the middle, and "hotel" be- 
low, gilded with gold; the ground was blue, be- 
spangled with brilliants. The sign, swung high up 
in a frame upon a large post painted white, was a 
credit to the painter, recommending him favorably 
to the town. For several days it was the attractive 
point for the boys. Covington had a hotel ! A bell 
was then added to the hotel, put up in a neat belfry 
on top of the building; which was another attractive 
point with the boys. Covington could boast of its 
rolicsome, frolicsome boys, a* well as other towns. 
Hardly a week passed without recording some of 
their innocent deviltry, such as changing dgn 
boards, etc. Holmes & Adams would walk into 
their store of a morning under Booker & Clarkson^s 
sign ; it was only the trouble of changing them back 
again. One morning all the milkmaids were run- 
ning over town inquiring if any one had seen such 
and such a calf. One "with red sides and white 
back and belly;" another "with spots all over it, 
and white in the face." The cows filled the streets 
lowing their utmost. The town was about to go to 
breakfast without milk in its coffee, when, from 
the lowing of the cows, a calf was heard to bleat in 
the court-house. In the meantime, the inquiries as 
to the missing calves becoming general, the town 
folk began to gather on the public square. The 
cows, hearing the bleating of the calf in the court- 
house, gathered around it, and the calves set up a 
unanimous bleating in the court room. The milk 
women and the boys (who didn't know anything 
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about it) opened the court-house door, and the calves 
came jumping out, kicking up their heels and pairing 
off with their mothers. Not so, however, with an 
old billy goat, that remained in the court room 
thumping on the Judge's stand. He was tied hard 
and fast in the chair occupied by his Honor in pre- 
siding. The town gathered to see his Honor on the 
bench — presiding in horns! The boys enjoyed the 
result of their pranks, innocent of any knowledge 
as to how came the calves, and honest Billy White/s 
old billy, in the court-room. It all passed off as a 
joke, intended for the ciars of the Judge of the 
" Court of Pleas and Quarter Sessions," who was in 
the habit, when on the bench, of getting dry, and 
calling on the Sheriff: 

"Mr. Sheriff, adjourn court, and let's all go and 
take a horn,'' 

Many amusing incidents and anecdotes were told 
of old Holtshouser's court. He was firmly impressed 
with the idea that his court could not err; he re- 
garded himself as the arbiter dictum of the court and 
the law, as was illustrated in the case of old Johnny 
Giddins. The old man had absented himself from 
home for some cause known only to himself. He 
had gone in the direction of Arkansas, fatal ground 
to travel over in those days. His long absence had 
confirmed his family and friends in the belief that 
he had "gone to that bourne from whence no traveler 
returns." Application was made to Holtshouser's 
court to declare his estate vacant, and for an admin- 
istrator to be appointed. The requisite proof of his 
demise was made, and the administratou of his es- 
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tate regali^rly opened. The usual time allowed for 
winding up and closing the administration elapsed ^ 
and the estate was distributed among the heirs and 
legatees. In the course of a short time old man Gid* 
dins turned up alive, and appeared before Holts- 
houser's court persona personam^ demanding that his 
estate be restored to him^ Holtshouser heard him 
through, and then replied : 

" Sir, your case seems a hard one, but it can't be 
helped now. This court has declM^ that you are 
extmcius defunctus-^^esyi ! It is the decision of this 
court now. This codrt can't err* Mr* Sheriff, ad- 
journ court) and let's all go and take a horn*" 

My father was very little suited for a tavern- 
keeper. Conscious of his personal rights, and stern 
in maintaining them^ he exercised little patience in 
the shortK^oming of others. He worried under a 
practical joke* A rigid old-side Presbyterian, he be-, 
lieved in tmining up the young " in the way they 
should go." He put his foot down upon the night 
amusement of the "boys about town*" It but 
sharpened their appetites for a little fun at his ex* 
pense. The new bell, put up in the belfry, was in- 
viting for a little innocent amusement They began 
their fun, to his great annoyance, by ringing the 
bell in the dead hour of night. The bell was never 
rung at night, except a few taps for the hostler, or 
in the event of fire. Every few nights the bell 
would ring. It annoyed him so that he vowed that 
the next night it rang he would find out, by some 
strategy or other, who did it, and pepper the fellow 
well with duck shot. The boys were delighted that 
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the " old 'Bquir*/* ab they called him, mtm annoyed ; 
it was what they played for. They went to woit, 
upon a strategy of their own, to increase the volume 
of their fan, and increase if possible, the ** 'Squire V 
annoyance. One night (the moon was shining 
brightly), the bell commenced ringing; my &tiier 
got up and dressed himself, and put fresh priming 
in his gun, charged with a load of small shot. My 
mother endeavored to dissuade him from going out; 
that it was better to let the boys alone ; that they 
would stop ringing the bell when they found that it 
did not vex hira. He was resolved, however, to put 
a stop to it; then calling up the hostler, he threw 
his cloak around him, and went for the belUringers, 
sending the hostler up on the building to find out / 
by the string the boys had tied to the bell, the di- 
rection they were concealed. The bell continued to 
ring furiously, as if the town was on fire. The 
hostler reaching the top of the building, discovered 
the fellow that was ringing, he sliped off of the roof 
and down to the ground as quick as he could, say- 
ing: 

^'Master]! master! I found him, he's straddle 
the new sign aringing all his might ! come quick, he 
couldn't help seeing me when I was on top of the 
house; come quick, before he gets away." 

My father moved round in front, and there the 
fellow was, sitting straddle of the sign, pulling at the 
string with increased jerks, the bell ringing louder 
than ever. 

"Come down from there, you miscreant! Come 
down, or I will pepper you good,*' he said. 
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The fellow's arm eontmued to jerk the string, and 
the bell kept ringing. 

**Stop ringing that bell — and come down from 
there, or I will fill you fall of shot. Won't you 
stop ringing that bell and come down V 

The fellow straddle the sign continued to jerk the 
string as though he would drive the clapper through 
the rim of the bell. In the meantime the town 
people had began to gather on the public square, the 
man on the sign continuing to ring furiously. My 
father could stand it no longer. He had given the 
fellow fair warning, and he still continued his 
aggravating jerks at the bell. He raised his gun, in 
the act of shooting. Tom Taylor, the lawyer, put his 
head out from a window above and hallooed out, 
** Don't shoot, don't shoot, 'Squire, it will be mur- 
der — bring a ladder." 

It was too late — bang went the gun. 

"Let it be murder," he said, as he brought the 
gun down from his face. The fellow didn't flinch, 
but continued jerking away at the bell-string, the 
bell peeling away in the clear, still moonlight. My 
father became excitingly mad, and vowed that he 
would load up with buck-shot and bring him down. 
Just then the ladder was brought. The hostler was 
ordered to go up and fetch him down. 

"Bring him down," said my father, "dead or 
aUve." 

"He ain't dead, sir, see him ringing as hard as he 
can," sMd the hostler, as he went up the ladder. 
Reaching near enough to {jet hold of his leg, he gave 
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it a treioendoiui J6rk, bringiiig it nway from his 
body, and let it drop, saying : 

^^ There's his leg, master^ you shot it off; he's don 
stop ringing now." 

A good many of the town people had gathered 
Itronnd after the firing of the gun. When the leg 
dropped to the ground, with the hostler's remark^ 
" You have shot his leg off, master," a rush was 
made to see it. It was neither flesh, bone, nor 
blood. The joke had exploded. The bell-ringer 
was brought down — a well-sluq[>ed man of straw, 
minus a leg. The "sell" was complete- Many of 
the town people felt that they were equally " sold" 
with my father, who, after the excitement passed off, 
enjoyed the joke in his dry way. The boys were 
satisfied, but nobody knew who did it. The ex- 
planation but increased the interest of the " sell." 
It was well-planed, as the boys about Covington 
knew how. The strategy was a success. The new 
sign stood in a line with the belfry, and the old 
court-house, which stood in the public square, and 
was two stories high. The man of straw represented 
a well-shaped man, dressed, capped. and booted. Sev- 
eral strong fishing lines tied together, one end tied 
to the bell-clapper, and the line stretched across to 
the upper window of the court-house, the hand of 
the man of straw fastened to it, gave the operator 
inside of the court-house perfect control. Whenever 
he would pull the line, it gave the appearance of 
having been done by the man astraddle of the sign. 
It being a bright moonlight night, the operator 
could see through the window what was going on 
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around the signpost, so when the hoetler got hold of 
the man of straw the joke exploded, and tiie ope- 
rator left his place of concealment 

A tavern or hotel was more particularly a puhlic 
place than now. The public felt that it had a right 
to say and do pretty much as it pleased, so the bills 
were paid. Swearing, the taking of the Lord's 
name in vain, was common then as now. Nothing 
annoyed my father more. Vulgar and profiuie 
language he abominated; profanity at his table was 
beyond his endurance. Passing through the dining- 
room one day (it was during court week) his atten- 
tion was arrested by '^ dam that mule ! dam that 
male! what a h — ^1-fired wicked beast he must have 
been!" Just then my father reached the chair of the 
individual using the profane language. It proved 
to be his old friend Major Richmond, from Browns- 
ville, who was attending court. The humorous 
Major had dropped his knife and fork, had his gaze 
fixed in the face of another guest who had taken 
his seat at the table opposite him, when my father, 
laying his hand on the Major's shoulder, inquired 
the cause of such language. The Major sprang to 
his feet upon the instant, without taking his fixed 
gaze from the face of the man before him, ex- 
claimed : 

" I teas only contemning the da — , the infernal^ con- 
founded^ evertasUngly-wicked beast — the son or daughter 
of a jackass^ for spoiling the beauty of that gentieman^s 
face^^ pointing at the man across the table. 

"Tot, tot, tot," says my father," Major, that is one 
of our most excellent and worthy citizens — his fiice 
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becomes him much. Mr. Shanlde, allow me to in- 
troduce to you my old friend Major Bichmond ! " 

Shankle accepted the introduction, and he and 
the humorous Major joined hands across the table, 
the Major humorously apologizing for his mistake. 
The reader must know, as all who knew him will 
attest, that if an " ugly club ^*^had been formed in 
Tipton, our friend Gteorge Shankle would have been 
unanimously chosen its first president. 

Major Richmond and George Shankle became 
firm friends after that. Shankle used his influence 
in getting the Major employed in all the " road cases,'* 
which, in those days, encumbered the docket on 
"State days." An old time and highly esteemed 
first settler was 

MAJOR JAMBS SWEENEY, 

a neighbor of George Shankles. The Major kept a 
house of entertainment on the road from Covington 
to Randolph. Always in a good humor, he delighted 
to have his friends stop witii him; fond of good eat- 
ing himself, none knew better how to gratify the 
need and appetite of his guest. Few men were 
better or more favorably known in the county. He 
was noted for his excessive laughter, his risables 
ever in tention; often when alone he was known 
to break out in a horse laugh at some humorous 
thought of his own. In asking or answering ques- 
tions, his habit was to use language in the relative. 
His manner and language in the use of words was 
peculiarly his own, rarily ever failing to p/oduce 
merriment and laughter. For instance, he would 
walk into a store when wishing to purchase a pair 
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of children's shoes, he would inquire of the clerk 
or store-keeper if they had anything relative to little 
children's running about out of doors. Knowing 
well his manner of expressing his wants, the store- 
keeper would, without further question, hand out 
the article called for. A party of the Major's friends 
was passing his house one day in the month of No- 
vember; the Major was hard at work in his garden 
digging away with a hoe. The party halting at the 
fence on the roadside, hallooed to the Major in- 
quiring what he was driving at. He rose up from 
his laboring posture, with one of his sideshaking 
laughs, saying: 

"I was just getting the rust off this grubbing- 
hoe, by way of preparing a bed relative to straw- 
berries and cream next spring." Major James 
Sweeny is kindly remembered by the people of Tip- 
ton for his hospitality and many kind acts. 

Covington was a thriving new town ; stores and 
business multiplying, particularly the tippling shops. 
People drank then, as now, except they then took it 
at intervals^ but now they take it as a regular, con- 
stant drink. Liquor seemed to have more effect 
upon the people then than now; it may be that it 
was stronger, or possibly their not taking it regu- 
larly, as is done now, had something to do with it. 
The best men then, as they do now, '^ imbibed," or, 
in the language of the " Court of Pleas and Quarter 
Sessions," they all took a " horn." When court was 
in session, and on public days, the country emptied 
itself of the mail population into town, and none 
blushed to take a drink, who felt like it. Liquor in 
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those days seemed to make people more belligerent 
than now; it may have been that they feared less to 
iight, because of the absence of the revolver in every- 
body's pocket, as is not the case in the present age. 
Certain it is, that never a public day passed off in 
Covington without sundry fights; without some- 
body's nose smashed, eyes gouged, or heads bruised. 
Liquor was said to be the cause of it all. It was 
very seldom that any one was fiatally hurt The 
first killing I remember to have occurred in Coving- 
ton under the head of murder ^ was by old Tackett 
We. all remember old Tackett; he had killed his 
man in North Carolina, and escaped the gallows by 
fleeing to Tennessee. He put a load of squirrel- 
shot in Deputy Sheriff Mitchell's breast. Mitchell 
lived several days after he was shot. Upon a post- 
mortem examination being had, it was found that 
five or more shot had penetrated his heart Tackett 
was tried for the murder, and found guilty of mur- 
der in the first degree; his lawyers obtained a new 
trial for him. 'Upon his second trial he was found 
guilty of manslaughter, and sentenced to be branded 
in the palm of the left hand with the letters " M. S.," 
which was done. 

Another murder case occurred not long after 
yet remembered by the old citizens for ^e nov- 
elty of the mode of arriving at a verdict A mi^n by 
the name of Gray was accused and indicted for 
killing his wife. Few cases excited more interest 
than Gray's case; he was defended by the best 
talent the bar afforded, and the case occupied sev- 
eral days; the jury received the judge's charge late 
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lat night, being well nigh tired out from their pro- 
tracted sitting during the trial. Returniug to the 
jury room it was soon found that six were for hang- 
ing and six for clearing the criminal. Finding that 
they could not agree upon a verdict, they sent the 
balifl'over to the judge's room to say that they were 
hung — ^that it was not possible for them to agree 
upon a verdict. The judge told the baliff to go 
back and inform the jury that if they did not agree 
upon a verdict they might remain *hung' to the end 
of the term. The baliff reported back the pleasure 
of the Judge. They went to work again to find a 
verdict, but couldn't; they seemed more firmly 
*hung.' To remain hung for the balance of the 
term was trying to their worn-out patience. When 
it was proposed as the shortest and the only way 
they could * agree,' that the best * old sledge' player 
be selected from each side of the verdict, and a 
game of six-card seven up decide. To this propo- 
sition they 'agreed;' a member from each side was 
chosen, a deck of cards brought, and the game be- 
gan. Gray's life was staked upon the turning of 
a card. The game was close, six and six, when the 
juror from the clearing side turned jack. They found 
a verdict po8thaste,and the baliff wafisentto bring the 
Judge over. The Judge was prompt in getting on 
the bench, and ordered the Sheriff to bring in the 
jury. They were standing at the door of the jury 
room waiting. The Clerk called over their names 
and asked: 

"Gentlemen, have you agreed upon a verdict?'' 
The paper was handed up and read : 
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" We, the jury, find tJae defendant not guilty." 
The writer is informed that the juror who " turned 
up jack" is yet alive to attest the truth of history. 

An aggravated stabbing under the law occurred 
not long after the Taekett killing, at the "movers' 
camping ground" near town, on the Brownsville 
road. Rufus Garland, a most excellent good citi- 
zen, of good family and high rei^ectability, lived 
some four miles northeast of Covington. Rufus 
would get into a s^pree, once in awhile, and when in 
a "spree" he was permitted by all who knew him 
"to have his own way." His friends, and he had 
many, would facilitate his vein for humor and fun, 
rather than oj^ose him. To say Rufe, "you must 
not do this, or that," or take hold of his horse's 
bridle when he should want to ride him in the 
galleries, or through the house, was like putting 
your foot upon and adder's head. Quick as an ar; 
row from its bow, he would strike ; it made no dif- 
ference who. He played sweetly upon the fiddle. 
"When in one of his sprees the fiddle was his boby. 
He would mount his horse, with fiddle and how in 
hand, and ride, as on a race, all around the square 
playing. His horse was trained to suit his frdlics, 
and seemed uqually ibnd of it with his master. 
Going up fiights of steps and leaping out again was 
oae of his favorite amusemwits. But Rqfe's sprees 
finally got him into trouble. Starting home one 
night, (he never left town, when in a spree, until- 
after dark), several of his friends and neighbors 
with him; passing the movers' camp fires he reigned 
up his horse and vowed he would make him leap 



in Weet Tennessee. 165 

the long log fire that wa& bnrniiig brightly. Hesd- 
in^ him to it he pat Bptii»; before reaching the fire 
a Btout young mun rose to his feet aod seized the 
bridle aad checked up the horse, with an angry 
oath, "I'll be damned if you do/' Garland was oft' 
of his horse before his friends could get to him, 
perforating the young man all over his chest with 
his little four and a half inch dirk. Garland was a 
snaall, very small man, quick as lightning and 
active as a cat. The effect of liquor upon him 
only set his brain on fire. He had stabbed tlie 
young man in a dozen or more places, many of them 
fatally aimed. Doctors were sent for and they pro- 
nounced him mortally wounded. Garland got on 
his horse and rode home, saying that he would 
come to town next morning. The young man was 
quartered in a house near by, and properly attended 
and nursed ; his life *vas dispadred of from day to 
day for many weeks. In the meantime Garland went 
to jail. It was not deemed a bailable case in the event 
of tiie death of the young man, and he was kept in 
jail for several weeks. The jailer was a good, jolly 
fdilow, and having perfect^sonfldence in Garland's in- 
t^rity, he gave him the freedom of the limits of 
the building. The jwl had just been finished; large 
and new. The jailer with hie fiunily lived in it. He 
was a tinner by ta*ade, and had his shop in one of the 
rooms of the jail. Garland had him to make a tin 
fiddle, which he strung up and amused himself witii 
mi^ng tinny mutic. The people from the coun- 
try, as well as town, flocked to the jail to see the tin 
fiddle and htm€ Kufos piay on it. The reader can 
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well imagine the character of souiid that would come 
from a tin fiddle. It was artisli^sally made in all itsparts, 
with sound-post, and well strung. With the magic 
bow in Rufas' hand it in very truth gave o«t sweet 
strains of tinny music. Those who were boys then 
can certainly never forget Rufus Garland's tin fid* 
die. 

The yoting man finally got well; Oarland was 
bailed out, and what the verdict of the jury was in 
the case is not within the recollection of the writer, 
there being no malice in the case, and Garland 
being a worthy good citizen of property and stand- 
ing, it fell among the ordinary cases of assault and 
battery. 

THE HIGH AND WELL-MERITED CHARACTER 07 THE 
LATE GRANDVILLE D. 8SARCT 

is deserving more than a brief sketch, and a f»r 
better historic pen than mine. A long and strong 
personal attachment which existed between the 
writer and the subject of this brief notice, beginning 
when he entered upon his career in Covington, run- 
ning through a quarter of a century, renders the 
duty, however, a pleasing one. His high and well- 
merited character as a man and a lawyer ranked 
him pre-emintly among the men of mark in West 
Tennessee. In manners, easy and graceful, soul 
full of warm, generous impulses. His personel was 
attractive and captivating upon sight. His coun- 
tenance, unvarying in its reflex of kind and gener- 
ous sentiment, was the admiration of every person; 
unclouded intelligence scintilated from every fei^ 
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ture. A mind comprehensive with purity of 
thought, intuitively correct, fertile in expedient and 
imaginery, few were better fitted for the profesBion 
of the kw. Clearnegs and simplicity marked his for- 
ensic efforts before both court and jury. When 
most vehement, and, not unfrequently, when the 
occasion was great, his full, clear, ringing voice rose 
to the climax of eloquence itself. As a lawyer or 
advocate, he avoided the arts and crooked ways 
known as ^' sharp practice/' ever maintaining the 
dignity and purity of the profession. He was fitted 
for every station at the bar, and no lawyer was 
more successful in his cases. Before a jury, his 
manner was earnest and most impressive, never try- 
ing their patience; seizing upon the strong points in 
the case, he held their minds enchanted, until, as by 
intuition, he read in their feces a verdict. As a 
criminal lawyer he had no superior — ^he was the lion 
at the bar on " State days." 

An incident occurred in one of his efforts before 
the jury at Covington court, illustrative of his great 
self-possession and capacity of turning to his advan- 
tage aur incident calculated to break a link in the 
argument or confuse the case. It was a ease in 
which the character of his client was attempted to 
be aspersed by the breath of slander; the argument 
against him had been strong and ingenious. At the 
moment when Colonel Searcy had reached the acme 
6i his best forensic effort; when his genial face was 
beaming with expressions irrecastible ; his rich, full 
voice thrilling in interest and delight to the intelli- 
gent peers of the land, by an excited justioulaiion 
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the stove bohiud him was jostled, and down fell the 
loag stove pipe upon the floor, between ttxe speaker 
and the jury box, separating at ev^y joint and fill- 
ing the court room and jurors full of dust and soot. 
Simultaneously with the rising of ih^ dust and soot 
a gust of wind came through the windows (it was a 
blustering March day) dissipating the dust and soot, 
greatly to the relief of the jury. The incident, 
instead of interrupting or clowding the brilliant and 
glowing eloquence of the speaker, it rose higher and 
brigliter. Seizing upon the mishap as opportune, and 
tipical of the downfall and breaking assunder of the 
ingenious argument of his adversary, he pointed to 
the stove pipe on the floor which had fallen apart; 
from which came the dust and soot like the foul 
breath of slander, with which it was attempted to 
blacken and asperse the character and fair name of 
his client, and which was dispelled and dissipated 
by the refreshing breeze; wafted away by the pure 
breath of heaven. His manner was majestic, and 
his eloquence burning and electric— it gave him the. 
verdict. It is mentioned that the jury, in recurring 
to the caae and the incident many years after, spoke 
of it as their " stove-pipe verdict" * 

With no other source of income but that arising 
from his large and lucrative practice to support a 
large family, he was kept from engaging in other 
fields of inteUectual combat, save on incidental oc- 
cassions. Possessing in a high degree the mind 
and attributes, happily fitting him for the states- 
man, his name was often mentioned in connection 
with the United States Senate. He had made a 
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flistiiigtikllShg tnark as a political debatoi*. In ac- 
eord Willi tlie great statesmen Clay and Webster io 
political sentiii3bent, the eomplexioa of the rule ia 
popular politics was adverse to him. Colonel Bearcy 
was a native of Tennessee, his father wM for msuiy 
years Cleric of the Federal Coart at Nashville, where 
he read iaW. Admitted to the bar in early life, he 
bcgmn his career in the practice at Covington upon 
the OT^anieing of the first courts of that eonnty* 
He removed to Somerville in 1840, and soon after* 
ward fixed his residence in Memphis, where he died 
in 1854, in the fullness of his well-merited hcm<»^ 
and in the vigor of his usefnlness. As a friend and 
companion, his geniality of soul and temper Unked 
him to his fellow'^nan as with ^^ hooks of steel/' 

tHB t^OU&TK 01 JULY AT COVINGTON, AKB COLODTBIi 

CROCKETT. 

Ciolonel Crockett felt that his Taluable serviced 
in the Twentieth Congress in behalf of his imme^ 
diate constttnents and the repnblic at large, entitled 
him to a re-election. His advent in the Congress 
of the United States had given rise to many in- 
teresting anecdotes, and amusing incidents and 
caricatures* The representative of the Big Hatchie 
District had lost nothing of his pc^ularitj; on the 
contrary it had rather increased by the ud of "Jack 
Downing*' and other wits and humorous writers of 
the period. The Colonel entered the canvass of 
1829, with a bold and confident front. He had 
worked in the anti^administration piu^, afterwards 
ealled the Jackson party. He was anti-tarrifi* in 

fiivor of economic reform, and letting the oe^uo/ aet- 
8 
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tier have his land at a " bit an acre." The Colonel 
was not permitted, however, to mn throngh the 
canvass alone ; opponents came out thick and strong; 
Hie field was a large one, embracing all of thirteen 
counties — ^Madison, Haywood, Henderson, Mclfary, 
Hardeman, Fayette, Shelby, Tipton, Gibson, Car- 
lioU, Weakly, Henry and Peiry. Colonel Adam R. 
Alexander, of Shelby, felt that his merit and capadi^ 
was equal to the duties devolving upon a Con- 
gressman. Captain Joel Estes, a worthy and highly 
respectable citizen, north of Big Hatchie in Hay- 
wood, was a candidate. The Captain was among 
the earliest emigrant settlers in the Big Hatchie 
country, a native of "the Mother of Presidente'* in 
old times, and, withall, a gentleman of more than 
ordinary ability. He sought to reach the hearts and 
minds of the voters of the district by addressing 
them through a lengthy circular, instead of taking 
the field and stump. James H. Clarke, of Tipton, 
a merchant and rising man of Covington, who had 
woriked himself up from a peddler's wagon to a brick 
^x)re, enterprising and ambitious, his mind was 
turned in the direction of Washington, and he be- 
came a candidate against Colonel Crockett. Poli- 
tics began to run high, an the mileage was no incon- 
riderable object. 

On the Fourth of July of that year Colon^ 
Crockett and several of his opponents met at Cov* 
ington. The "glorious Fourth" was a big day in *old 
times,' without being made more glorioiM by th* 
presence of such distinguished personages. It waa 
the spread-eagle day in the land, and everybody and 
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his neighbor wis there, and for a wonder it neither 
thundered or rained. 

'Befove noontide, the curling blue smoke through 
the daA: green foliage of the tall elm, and the still 
taller oak, was seen ascending from the long barbecu- 
ing pits on the hill to the southwest of town, 
indicating the place lor the people to gather at. It 
was in the grove where protracted revival meetings 
were usually held.^ A large bush ^bor had beea 
made, and a broad: platform stand erected for the 
oiiator and distinguished persons to occupy. Yankee 
White was the orator of the day — Yankee was pre- 
fixed to his name to distinguish him from the othei 
Whites of the town, beside, he came from Yan- 
kee-land, and was a very good citizen; he camu^ 
within a few votes, on one occasion, of being elected 
to the Legislature. The day was propitious; the 
bright sunshine made everything look gay and 
beautiful, and all present were patriotically happy. 
Several volunteer companies were on hand handt 
somely uniformed. The order of the day was an- 
nounced from the court-house door. The procession 
formed on the public square and moved toward the 
grove, floiimated by the fife and the drum, discours- 
ing national music. As the procession neared the 
stand erected for the^^ occasion,'' the horses and mules 
hitched to the young saplings and swinging limbs 
of the trees became inspirited, and began prancing 
and dancing around their moorings. Getting still 
nearer, many became excited, broke lose and vaulted 
away through the moving masses, with saddle-skirts 
flapping. Midst the naighing and snorts of the 
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animated and excite homes, wfaiekertDg of wAiA 
and braying of mules; with the drum and fife, and 
the sea of the moving maises of men, woman and 
children, cloeing in for positioa and place, and tiie 
clear, bine smoke passing np throiigfa the long rows 
of pigs, shoatS) lambs, mntton and veal, smokii^ 
and bi^wn, with fumes most appetising, the gicfuma. 
FovTth was marshalled in^ The sttand mm filM 
with the men of the day, and, after the reading of 
the DsdaraMffn of Mdy>endenGe: ^We boM tkeaa 
truths to be self-evident, that all men are bora 
equal,'^ etc., after the order of old time* celebn^ 
tion, the orator of the day rose and delivered hia 
" Spread Eagle ^' speech to the sea of nptumed &oes, 
whose souls, filled with patriotic impulses, made 
more glorious the ^^ occasion" by repeated diouts and 
clapping of hands. Hien came the dinneiv-tho 
barbecue — epread out, on long tables oovered with 
clean, white Hnen. The well browned and juicy 
ribs and saddles, bread baskets piled up with h<»no^ 
made risen bread of both com and flour^ pots and 
pans of rich chicken pie, int^raperaed with tarts, 
pies, puddings, cakes and pickles for tha giris (af^>e« 
tizing ev^i to write about), enough £ar all, aa4 
baskatefiil to ornery home^ 

Dinner ever, and toasts through with, a call wm 
made for the candidates £or Oongreas to take tiba 
atimd. Crockett ! Crockett ! flrom an hundred Toieea. 
The Colonel ascended the stend, ^>ok off hia b«t, 
deliberately pulled <^* his eoat, and hna^ it up, 
pi^senting himself in hie shirtsleeresi, midat dea£* 
ening affplanse and hcuszahsu The avenj»|^ wui 
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dofle and hoi — ^not a breeise stirring, save from the 
namerous turkey-tail fans in motion, in the hands 
of the patriotic matrons present. The recollection 
of the writer does not s^*ve him in giving even a 
synopsis of the Ool(»iel's speech. It was plain and 
sensible, however, with now and then a dry, witty 
allumm to bis edncated of^ponents, which would 
bring down thunders of applause and " hurray for 
Orochett^^^ and " hwrray /<)f DavyJ^ " Be sure you are 
right, then go ahead." The Colonel was followed 
by the other candidates in order, the last speaker 
beit^ M^or Jim Clarke. Excusing himself on 
account of the lateness of the hour, he simply 
anaouneed himself a candidate for a seat in the 
Congress of the United States; saying that it was 
getting late in the aftenu>oo. That, for a wonder, 
it had not rained on the ^^ glorious Fourth;" that, 
judging <rthers by himself, he concluded that '^all 
were getting dry. That over at his store were 4ve 
ftve-^^allon demijohns, which would speak for him 
in the fullness of the spirit with which they were 
filled." With such a talk, the M^or les^ed from 
the stand, and shouted for all to follow him. 
Clarke had mftde a ^^ tenHStrike," leaving no dead 
wood behind him. It was the only one he made in 
the canvassa The d^j of the election was close at 
hand. The resnlt of the vote was, f(»r Crockett, 
6,786j Alexander^ 4,300; Estes, 132, and Clarke 9. 
Clarke, it is due his memory, as well as the history 
of tiie canvass, to say withdrew from the field, and 
engaged in the bmlding of a turnpike across the 
Big Hatchie bottom^ where his hard earning went 
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drifting with the turbulent waters of the river. 
In justice to the memory of Cajrtain Joel Estes, 
who was perhaps the most intellectual of the candi- 
dates in the field, it may not be inappropriate as a 
part of the histoiy of the times, to allow a place in 
these pages, for the following, taken from the 
Jackson Gazette, a newspaper then published in 
Jackson, Madison county, by Colonei D. O. 
McLean. It appeared in the issue of that paper of 
the 15th of August, 1829. The election having been 
held on the first Mbnday of the same month. 

[For ih» Oezet*o 

" Mr. Editor : As the election is now ovfer, per- 
haps it would not be amiss, nay, justice, to say what 
was the cause of Captain Estes not holding a bettei* 
poll. A great excitement having been raised 
among the people by the Mends of the two great 
political champions of the West, Colonels Clrockett 
and Alexander, that a correct, mild and independent 
political course wds swallowed up in the vortex of 
ambitious buzzing. It is to be hoped that the time 
is not far distant when this electioneering mania 
will cease, and true merit, untrameled by party 
spirit, will assume her dignity of character. 

[Signed] «A Votbr.*' 

As a specimen of the amusing interest the repre- 
sentative of thirteen counties in "West Tennefsee 
afforded to the newspaper men of those days, I copy 
entire a speech the Colonel is reported to have 
made during the canvass of 1829, by a corresjJondent ' 
of the Missouri MeptMican. The correspondent 
writes thus : 
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" The honorable Mr. Crcicfcett, being on the day 
of election at one of the hustings in Tennessee, and 
having heard two of his able opponents address the 
people, was aj a loss how to attract their attention 
to the remarks he wished to make, and asked the 
gentleman who had just spoken how he should 
effect his object, to which the gentleman replied 
(intending to quiz), * mount that stump and cry, a 
bear to be skined.' Davy taking it litterally, 
mounted the stump, and sung out at the top of his 
voice, *A bear to be skinned,' when the crowd 
gathered around him, and he^ began : 

"'Feibnds, Fbllow-citizbns, Brothers and 
Sisters: On the first Tuesday, previous to next 
Saturday, you will be called on to perform one of 
the most important duties that belong to free white 
folks — ^that are a fact On that day you will be 
called upon to elect your members to the Senate 
and Souse of Representatives in the Congress of 
the United States, and feeding that in times of great 
political commotion like these, it becomes you to be 
well represented, I feel no hesitation in offering 
myself as a candidate to represent such a high- ^ 
minded and magnanimous white set 

" * Friends, fellow-citizens, brothers and sisters: 
Carroll is a statesman, Jackson is a hero, and Crock- 
ett is a horse!! 

" * Friends, fellow-citizens, brothers and sisters : 
They accuse me of adultery, it's a lie — ^I never ran 
away with any man's wife, that was not willing, in 
my life. They accuse me of gambling, it's a lie — 
for I always plank down the cash. 
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They accuse m* of b«ing a dnuyEftrd, it's a d— 4 
eternftl Ue-^for wbiakj oMi't make me droak.' " 



J 
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CAPTEB TUX. 

The Mountain Academy — James Sdmes, D* D., His 
Pupils — My Soom-Mate — Style of Dress — Camp-Meeting 
— Youth and Love. 

K<mTH of the Big HaAebie wti yet s part of Tipton. 
It was not tmtU 1886-7 that it was embraced in the 
eoanty of Lauderdale, whidn was eetabliahed in 
that year. 

My £fttiber had becooie satiflfied wiHi hie experi^ 
m^it at tavem-keeiong, and returned to the old 
homestead nortib. ci the Hatchie. As yet Ihere 
were no good schools in Tipton nordi of the 
Hatdiie. My next eldest brotiier, who was being 
educated for a lawyer, was sent to college at 
Nashville, and I to the ^Mountain Academy/' an 
institution just founded by the Reverend James 
Holmes. 

The establishing of the ^Mountain Academy'' 
marked an era in the educational department of 
Tipton, and no one contributed more to the forming 
of a correct state of the society of the county than 
its able and accomplished founder and principal. 
The school was long noted as the best in "West 
Tennessee, and hundreds of youths were instruced 
and trained there, who became eminent as teachers 
and professional men. The name of James Holmes, 
D. D., is m<M:e intimately connected with West 
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Tennessee as an educator and instructor of the 
young, both male and female, than, perhaps, any 
other man of letters. Imbued with the fundamen- 
tal principles of practical philosophy, his every 
undertaking was marked by Ae clearest light of 
reason and sound jundgment. As a man, he lived 
a life of Christain virtues, ignorant of remorse, and 
blameless. 

Mr. Holmes was a native of Pennsylvania, his 
birth-place Carlye. Hie father died when he was 
in his childhood, leaving him to the tender care 
and training of a pious mixther. He was noted in 
early life for his studious habits; graduating at 
Dickinson College befwre he was twenty-one, he 
repaired to Prinston, and entered the theological 
school. His feeble state of healfli, however, re- 
quired that he should relax his studies for the 
ministory, and seek a recuperating field; none better 
offered than the mission among the Chickasaw 
Indians, which he accepted in his twenty-third 
year. 

In 1824, we find him among the Chickasaws, 
opening a school for the teaching and training of 
the red children of the forest The reader can 
picture to himself the youthful missionary asseia- 
blihg the red men of the wilderness, grouped under 
the shadows of the noble forest trees, near where 
Pontotoc, Mississippi, now sttmds. The old chief 
and his braves, seated upon the ground, the old 
men, women and children, forming the back ground 
of the picture, with the young graduate standing 
erect before them, relating the object of his mission. 
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Alone in that wild territory he stood, in the spring 
time of life, away from old associates and familiar 
scenes. May we not conclude that his language 
and words spoken, were in the spirit of the great 
and pure founder of his native State. When speaks 
ing to the Algonquins he said : 
. " We meet on the broad pathway of good faith and 
good will. I will not call you children nor brothers 
only, for brothers differ. The friendship between 
you and me, I will not compare to a chain, for that 
the rains might rust or a fallen tree break. We are 
the same as if one man's body were to be divided 
in two parts. We are all one flesh and one blood" — 
(pointing to the heaven above) 

* Wbere tbe soaU of heaiheru go, 
yfh > better live than we, though less they kaow.' " 

Mr. Holmes labored among the Ghickasaws from 
1824 to 1833, when it was decided to remove them 
west of the Mississippi. 

As a mark of the high esteem in which he was 
held by the Chiakasaws, a large number of Indian 
girls and boys followed him to Tipton, and remained 
under his tutilage until they were required to return 
to join their red friends in their removal West 

The second year of Mr. Holmes' sojourn among 
the Chickasaws he was accepted as the husband of 
the noble and heroic Miss Sarah Van Wagenon, of 
Newark, N. J., whose first wedding tour was among 
the children of the forest, who cheerfully exchanged 
the luxuries and comforts, the pleasures and enjoy- 
ments of the cultivated and refined society of her 
.native city, and braved the perils and hardships in- 
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cicidiit to life in a eamge territory, to li^^ wUh tbe 
man fhe la?ed, and ihare witii him hk plraksurea asd 
tnnmphB. Vew wiveai are marked with aucb hm^ 
itm. Mrs. Homes sarriwi hw noUe hoiba&dy 
after a happy wadded life e£ fort^HieTen years. 

The ^^ Mountain Church'* was oi^nized in fan 
honse in 1834, aild he wa» made a ruling elder. 
Feeble lungs, and consequent weak voice, debared 
kim firom taking an active part in the nmiistrj. In 
the early history ^ the ^Mountain Ghuroh" an 
occasion offered illustrative of hia great character 
and influence. It is rel^^d that some difficulty 
grew up in the church, difficult to settle, and likely 
to work harm. "When the cloud ®f discord por- 
tended evil, and was most thrilling, his smooth, 
even-tempered gpod sense lighted up the reason of 
the contentious, producing an immediate, amicable 
adjustment. He possessed in a high degree a sa- 
gacity of mind which enabled him to separate that 
whicb bdongs to individual prejudice from that 
which commends itself to the more rattonaZ. He 
ever avoided the jars and jarring of men, and c<mi- 
^^oversies* His words, at all times " freighted with 
truth," command^ the e^r and enjoyed the confi- 
dence of all men. 

The degree of D. D. was conferred on him in 
1846. In 1849 he was elected to the Presidency of 
the West Tennessee College at Jackson. The col- 
lege never prospered more than while under his 
management. Still preserving his love and attach- 
ment for the people of Tipton, with fond memories 
of his early teaching at the ^^ Mountain," he diB- 
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solved kiie cotmectipQ wiik the eoUeg^ at JacksoOy 
lUE^ fixed hie reeid^ca \» Ooviagton^ t^ddag charge 
of the ^^ Female gamioary'^ at that plaet, which con* 
tinued under hia saamagemeBt up to the time of hiB 
death. That large haad of joung wiHoen^ who live 
to adorn the society of Weet Tei^aedsee, trace with 
pride and pleaaure their training and educatHHi and 
refined d^H>rtment hack to the ^' Mountain Acad-^ 
am j" and the '^Female Seminar j»'' and attest the 
truth of thi» brief sketch of my old precepts, whose 
memory we alike venerate. 

I had commenced this brief sketch of Mr« Holmes, 
9»A had written to him asking a sym^ais of his 
early life, and was answered by hia son, referring 
me to an obituary notice of him. 

A more loving character I nev^ knew — a theme 
worthy a better pen. His long and eventful life 
has become history ; his noble Christian virtues live 
embalmed in the memories of all who knew him. 
He had lived all the days allotted to msm ; born on the 
21st of August, 1801, and died on the — day of 
February, 1873, in the seventy-first year of his age, 

A touching incident, beautifully illustrative of 
the wonderful power and influence exercised by Mr. 
Holmes over those who fell under his training and 
pupilage, I may be permitted to relate a story told 
me, most interesting in Indian life. On the fourth 
Chickasaw blnff, in the vicinity where Court Square 
is situated, long before Memphis was a village, at 
the mouth of Wolf, stood an Indian hut, the dwell- 
ing place of a half-breed; (his wife was a full blood). 
From them ^rtmg many sons. One of them, the 
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eldest, perhaps, mingled mueh with the whites as 
they came in and settled npoa the bluff. He soon 
learned to drink whisky, and like moet whisky 
drinkera, became dissolute. Wishing likewise to 
acquire a knowledge of books, to read and write 
like tlm white man, he resolved to join the school 
of instruction, which had commenced its operation 
by Mr. H. Holmes. Prevailing on others of his as- 
sociates to go with him, it was soon arranged and the 
day fixed for them to start Filling his pack »id 
binding up his blanket, none were found ready on 
the day £q>pointed but himself. In his eagerness, 
he left alone and on foot to join the missionary 
school, situated near where Pontotoc now stands. 
At noontide he stopped by the side of a bright run- 
ning stream for rest, and to refresh himself from his 
scanty stores. Seated on the bank of the stream, 
its bright waters rippling at bis feet, alone in the 
deep shades of his^native forest, he drew from his 
pack, among other things, a bottle of whisky. 
Holding it up in the clear sunlight he began to re- 
flect — as he had never done before— of the evil and 
trouble whisky had brought upon his race. Cast- 
ing his eye down upon the clear rippling waters 
flowing beneath his feet, without uncorking his bot- 
tle ho returned it to his pack, refreshed himself 
from tlie waters of the branch, ate of his scanty sup- 
plies, and resumed his tramp toward the missionary 
school. When night overtook him he rolled him- 
self up in his blanket and slept alone in the wilder- 
ness. Refreshed by sleep, he rose early, and re- 
sumed his earnest steps, until he reached a suitable 
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place for rest and eating. Taking out his bottle of 
whisky again he withdrew the stopper. When in 
fte act of putting: the fiery fluid to his Kpg, the 
same thoughts rushed upon him again. Rising to 
his feet, and without tasting, he dashed it against 
tiie nearest tree. Refreshing himself again from the 
bright waters of the wilderness, he ate his frugal 
meal and continued his walk. Reaching the mis- 
monary station — it was on theSabbath — his people had 
already gathered at the chappel in the shady grove, 
he made his way to it and took his seat among them. 
He had learned to speak and understand English, 
wid was an attentive listener to the man of Q-od. 
In the discriptive portion of the discourse, as it fell 
from the lips of the pure Christian man, truthful to 
nature and most touching and gentle in its delinea- 
tion of human devices aimed for the destruction of 
man, the young red man realized his own situation, 
and read in the strong picture of human misery and 
sin, drawn to very life, the picture of himself, 
illustrating most truthfully incidents and scenes 
connected with his past career, he concluded at 
once that the story of his past life had been 
told to the preacher. Rising to his feet in the 
midst of the discourse, he slowly glanced his 
eyes over the gathered multitude to see if some of 
his companions and associates were not there; 
whether they had not arrived ahead of him and 
related to the good missionary much of the truth 
of what he was saying. Finding none of the 
those his eyes had searched for, he rusumed his 
seat riviting his eyes upon the divine speaker. It 
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flieemed to bim that tbe burden ^ <be duwoHise was 
apeciallj direeted at hiBH. He rose again and 
scaned the members present. Finding none that 
he knew among his bluff associates^ he sank upon 
his sei^ Tbe spirit of the white man's God had 
revealed to him tbe whole trntia and he became a 
Christian. 

I boarded with ^^ the he^ man in the world/' old 
Fi^er Wilson. The Reverend Hugh Wilson waa 
a co-laborer with Mr. Holmes^ as a missionary and 
teacher among the Chickasaws;hi8 aim and object 
in teaching at the ^^ Mountain" was to establish a 
^' Manaal X^aboring School/' the experiment fiiiled, 
hawever, and be migrated to Texas. 

My room-mate was a rising young man — a benne* 
ficiary scholar— under the auspices of tbe Presby- 
tery sent to the ^' Mountain/' to be educated for the 
ministry. A pure, pious Christian was Andrew 
Allison, also a beneficiary, and boarded with father 
Wilson. Everybody loved Allison, and nobody 
loved my room-mate, yet he loved himself— the very 
embodiment of selfishness. Bom so, he couldn't 
help it; ugly as home-made sin, yet he was vain 
enough to think himself handsome; that he was 
' vain in«that, I will put his picture in a frame, and 
the reader can judge. 

In bight, he was under the average of men in 
that day, he might have been five feet five, widi 
more body than legs, very square in the shoulders, 
with arms, when standing erect, reaching to the tops 
of his boot-legs, hands broader than a beaver's tail, 
with fingers like young "handspikes." Darwin 
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wonld have selected him as a Mr specimen of the 
** Origin of Man." His hair black and shiney, kept 
80 by the profuse nse of bears-greese; eyes small 
and likewise black, glistening like a chinquepin; 
dark skin, thick and bumpy, with mouth and nose 
not nnlike other people. Yet, his mouth had its 
expression more peculiar to himself than other peo- 
ple, lips rather thin, were long enough to lap over, 
but he had a way of sucking them in at the comers, 
as if they had been stained with molasses. But his 
foot, he wore a No. 11 brogan, being rights and 
lefts, the right shoe was a better fit on the left foot, 
as was the left shoe a better fit on the right foot. To 
wear them thus, the toes of his shoes didn't turn 
out any. He was rather inclined to be bow-legged 
and slightly pigeon-toed. Such is my recollection 
of the person of my friend and room-mate, while at 
the ** Mountain Academy." He was sandmwnmtsly 
jricus. Not much in sympathy with him, I was often 
the subject of a pious lecture from him. He rather 
took it upon himself to keep me in the "strait 
way," especially on Sabbath days. An incident 
occurred while we were pupils together, and dwell- 
ing in the same log-cabin, that gave me the mastery 
over him, and put an end to hiS'pJous lectures, greatly 
to my relief. Father Wilson and his good wife, 
with whom we boarded, were of the old "blue 
stocking*^ order. Nothing was allowed to be cooked 
on the Babbath. Cold com risen bread I abominated, 
besides two meals were rather short, even in the 
short days of early fell. The potato patch being 
convenient, I made out, without grumbling. My 
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room-mat^, like myself, .was fond of roasted pota- 
toes. The patch was very eonvenieot. We had 
to pass through it in getting to the cabin we 
occupied, and he was an expert grabbler. He had a 
quick eye in discovering the best hills. Circling his 
long, "hand-spike" fingers around a well-filled hill, 
he would' bring out a mess at a haul. On Sundays, 
however, he would neither grabble or eat, and lec- 
tured me for the " sin of the thing." I took his 
lectures for what they were worth, roasting rather 
more on Sunday nights, to make up for the loss of 
my third meal. 

It was the habit of my room-mate to spend his 
Sabbath evenings down at the house with Father 
Wilson and the family, seldom returing to the cabin 
until after prayers. One Sunday night I filled the 
fire full of potatoes, and walked up the hill to pay a 
visit to my eldest sister, who was likewise a pupil 
of Mr. Holmes, and boarded with him. My visit 
was necessarily cut short, to return and look after 
my potatoes. When nearing the cabin, I discovered 
some one through the cracks of the logs stiring in 
the fire. I quickened my pace, reaching the door, 
I shoved it wide open, and who should it be but my 
pious room-mate, frpm whom I expected a moral 
lecture for violating the Sabbath day. He had 
taken out one of my best yams, (having snioothed 
the ashes over the remaining ones), and was in the 
act of blowing the ashes oft' of it as I stepped iiu 

" Halloo ! " says I, " you here ? Is prayers over ? " 
He had began to squirm and twist himself around 
in the chair. Replying to me, he whined out (it 
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was his habit to dro!l out hie words), and said that 
he was " feeling bad — that he had a sorter griping" 
Hie discomforttire was so great, that I began to feel 
for him, and rattle away some nonsense or other. 
In the meantime he was squirming as though in 
pain, while shoving my yam down into his breeches 
pocket. It soon began to bum beyond his endur* 
ance, when he rose, and made a quick move for the 
door, the steam rising from the smoking-hot yam, 
as be made his exit. I called to him to "hold on, 
I would go to prayers with him." Pulling my pota- 
toes out on the hearth, I leaped out of the door, 
and followed him, keeping so close that he could 
make no disposition of his hot tormentor. It was 
terrible on him. Tight pants were then the style. 
He had on his be?t Sundays. The tights kept 'his 
burning companion close up to his skin. On ho 
went leaning to it, until we reached the house, and 
opening the door, we found the family making pre- 
paration for prayers. We sank down in the nearest 
chairs, when Father Wilson called on Allison to 
read. During the reading, my room-icate was very 
restless, twisting about in his seat, attracting the 
attention of Mother Wilson. My frame of mind 
was greatly in sympathy with his suffering — ^won- 
dering whether he could get his frame of mind in 
the straight way by the time the reading was 
through with, as he surely would be called on to 
pray. The sacred book closed; we all went down 
upon our knees, and he was called on to pray. I 
never before heard him pray so well; he prayed 
hard and earnest lor all sinful flesh — for us not to be 
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itsmpUd; that we should not himger niter that which 
was forbiddeuy dwelling long upon the total depmvUy 
of n>au. As be warmed up the potatoes cooled 
down. I had forgiven him — he had merited for- 
giveness, and I freely forgave him in tiiiat, that I 
never let him know that I had cau^t him in an 
ashe^ trick. The joke was too good to be kept from 
Allison. 

The first camp-meeting held in that part of the 
country was in the course of preparation, in th^ 
Clopton settlement, some six miles from the 
^^ Mountain.'' I may be permitted to make myself 
the hero, in showing off the fitshion and style of 
dress, as well as a ridiculous nuahapf forming an in* 
cident in real life. 

It was seldom that I missed going to a big meet* 
ing or a ball, when in reach of me. To this camp* 
meeting I was bound to go. It came to my knowl* 
edge that a party from Randolph would be. there, 
with whom a certain young lady would surely come, 
which greatly increased my anxiety to go. It was 
about the time for me to get a new suit of clothes. 
>To get them made, and in time for the camp*meeting 
I went into Covington two weeks before hand, aad 
ordered them, resolving to be in the t^ and k^M of 
the £fiuhion. I went to Bill McGaughey, a fashion- 
able young tailor. Bill had just received his £»11 
fashions — the ktteet styles from Hew York and 
Philadelphia. He was a very fine artist in the way 
of getting up a good fit I was well shaped for 
eighteen — stood six feet in silk stockings and dano* 
ing pumps. Only lacking im flesh, Bill and mjmU 
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Were ibe ^ame size to a Inrtlcm* He alwiijs wore 
fine fitting ^lothee of his own make, iUuiStratiye of 
the style, as well as the art he bad attained in bi# 
trade. He took my measure for coat, vest and pamts. 
Tlafe ek>tk for the suit, with full trimmini^ buck* 
mm and buttosHs, witia blftek silk velvet for the 
cottar, was sent to hia dK>p. Ilm cU^ for the coat, 
1»r(ywn; stjle^ £po(^; coming down t^ the knees; 
v^est, buff casimere, witiii bright gilt bii^Mocis; and 
p«ttts, pongee silk, lavender color* 

The haadstone jonng prc^essor of the ^' goose" 
and I w^re good friends. He pf omised me a good 
fit, aiM in time for the camp-meettag. I returned 
to the ^^Monntaih," well pleased with myself and 
the rest of mankind. 

The time having elapeed for m^ si»it to be ready, 
I went in for it They were ready, and I tried them 
OE. The fit was charming. Bill had added anoth^ 
leaf to his toorefe for being the beat^^ng tail<»r 
in town, 

The coat set well upoa my sqn^tre shoulders ; the 
tidl foil, a^ cominB^ well down to the knees, with 
its high doubl^lMreasted roUing ^ollf»*. The pants 
were ia the tip of the irtyle-^ights— fitting tight as 
the skin firoia tfie knees up^ncreasing in loosenesQ 
down to the foot ; buttoned down with broad rtraps* 
The vest of a light buff cassimere, with foacy gilt 
hiittons-t-4>iittoned up to the throat. I folt that none 
would be at tiie camp-meeting better dressed or 
more in the style, and was all axiety to be on the 
ground. My friend Bill put thorn 14^ in a neat 
paicel, as^ I retwned to ibs ^^MoimtaiUt'' I WM 
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tip the next morning bright and nearly. I» had pro^ 
eured a horse from Elder Lynn, and borrowed 
Father Wilson's saddle. 

' The Tiding on horse back six or more miles in 
my pongses troubled me, lest they should become 
soiled. I had wrapped the stirrup-leathers and 
lengthened them out, to keep from balding my 
knees, as much as possible. In prim trim I wa« 
ready to mount The horse was a tall one. Find* 
ing it difficult to bend the knee, I sought a Stump, 
vaulted into the saddle and road away at a rapid pace, 
to keep ahead of the crowd. An hour's ride brought 
me in sight of the smoke and bustle of the t^amp- 
groufids. The site had been well selected in the 
heart of the forest ; the undergrowth grubbed out, 
the young Irees trimmed up, and avenues opened. 
Every possible attention bad been given to render 
the grounds pleasant and inviting, it seemed as 
though everybody was there. Ffflr hundreds of 
yards around the stand every avmlable bush and 
hitching place had been appropHated. 

Riding around to find a safe place for hitching, 
and a convenient log or stump to aid me in dis- 
mounting, I came upon the carriages and vehicles of 
Ihe Randolph party. By accident I had Ihllen into 
Ihe company of friends and acquaintances. My 
horse was taken in charge, and an invitation to make 
the carriages my headquarters. I was not long in 
finding out that Miss C. was of Ae party. My 
feelings were ixexpressible— in a maze of delight at 
my good luck. Either I was in love, or I was not; 
Z felt that I was. And if I was not, it was all %h^ 
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same as if it were a veritable &^t I had met her 
before, and not always "by chance." The last 
time we met was at a ball, and we danced together 
more than once, and twice in succession; and, 
wearied not (Mf each other. It had not taken a seri- 
ous shape, however. I had only played upon the 
surface. Yet I was within a stride of deep water* 
I soon learned that the field was not alone to me; 
a rival was upon the ground in < close attendance^ 
He was a dangerous one; for he was rich, beside 
he had wit, and was most agreeable. But he was 
old in years — double my age; yet he was good look- 
ing and tall; only a little ball on th^ top of his head, 
with flowing black locks* He looked best with his 
hat on. 

I felt my^ youth, and never was more proud of it 
>I was v^n enough to think it would eventuate to 
my advantage. I feared only his riches. She, like 
myself, was young and ardent. It was most natural 
for young people to love one another* We soou 
met; he joked me about her, and complimented 
my tailor. I wa6 pleased and flattered. I became 
bold, and felt like " taking the bull by the horns." 
I was in love. The ladies of the party were up at 
the stand. We walked leisurely to join them. 
They were grouped together on the outskirts of the 
stimd. A glancing look told me that her eyes were 
upon us. Casting my eyes down upon my pongees, 
and adjusting my coat collar, I left my old bachelor 
friend and rival, and moved with the elasticity of 
vain youth and joined the party. She was the belle 
and center of attraction in the little circle. Young, 
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blithe And tte^h^ gay and frqlicdom^ £t8 a spc^Htre 
lamb of a May morning, tall and most bewitobingly 
shaped, with eluBtera of bright, gloofiy light-brown 
hair iUHng around her broad white forehead, long 
laehes, a shade darker, fringing over the purest bliM 
eye, large and elear, reAeeting a generott«» loving 
natnre — ^the very soul of love. Voiee rich, foil and 
musical as it fell from her choral Ups;vwitli heir 
silvery laugh «4ie was perfectly irresi^Me. Every 
feature of her youtig^ loving fiwje in unison with a 
soul born to love, scintillated a pleasurable bope^ 
as I waflced up and clasped her st)ft, ungloved 
hand with a wa^rm and impressive shiake, a gleam 
of a^ectionate jdeasure lighted up her countenance, 
assuring me that our greeting was agreeable — ^that 
she yet remembered when last we danced together. 

It was yet an hour before the noon service would^ 
begin. I suggested a stroll in the grove, offering 
my arm (quite a fashion in those days). Taking it, 
she expressed her delight that the opportunity 
oflfered by which she could escape the gaae of so 
many new ftices. Paesing near my old batchelo? 
friend and rival, who yet remained where 1 had left 
him, and Who had been a "looker-on," a furtive 
glance came from under his dark brows. We 
passed on in a sportive manner and talk, regardless 
of the consequent remarks of the lookers-on, or the 
curious inquisitive, until we reached the carriagee 
of the party. Entering the one she had came up in, 
we were alone to ourselves. Counting not the joy* 
0U8, happy moments (hours were as but moments to 
us), we were alone until the hour for noon service 



to begin, in a delirium of delight and love — joyous 
as a loving dream, until the spell was broken by 
voices nearing the carriage. Several ladies and 
gentlemen of the party, including my rival, came 
up. To relieve thetfituation, which, by their approach, 
had become a little embarrassing and to show off 
the agility of youth I made a spring, leaping a dozen 
or more feet, lighting in a hard place, turning my 
ankle; my knees gave way, and in the effort to re- 
cover my feet my pongees gave way — bursted from 
knees to hip ; naught saving my utter exposure but 
atke loog-tail brown* My chagiiit was inexpremibla. 
Making the best of an hour's love and Mumph, I 
slept with my rooB^maite that night. 
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CHAPTER EX. 

Randolph in Old Times — Ss Better Days — Lost the 
Chance of Becoming a City — Spirit of Internal Improve- 
ment of that Day — Early Settlers — First Newspaper in 
the County — The MurreU Excitement^ Eocpedition to 
Shawne Villagee, 

Randolph, at the period it is the purpose of this 
chapter to introduce to the reader, was the modt 
flourishing business river town in West Tennessee, 
on the Mississippi. It was the " receiving and for- 
warding'* town for Tipton, Haywood, Fayette, 
Madison, and Hardeman. Eligibly situated imme- 
diately below the mouth of the Big Hatchie, which 
was navigable for small steamboats as high up as 
Bolivar, it received a considerable trade from the 
counties east of Madison and Hardeman. 

Had the project of connecting the waters of the 
Tennessee river with the Hatchie, as was suggested 
by a few enterprising men of that day, and recom- 
mended by Governor Cannon in his annual mes- 
sage to the Legislature, been carried into effect, the 
whole trade and trafic of North Alabama and the 
Tennessee valley would have fallen into the lap of 
Randolph, and Memphis would have remained a 
"village at the mouth of Wolf for an indefinite num- 
ber of years. The age of progress, however, was 
yet in the womb of time. The political prejudice of 
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the day .was, for the most part^ averse to projects of 
internal improvement For the life and trade of 
Randolph, it happened to be in the infant days of 
Democracy, when the minds of the people were be- 
ing educated in the doctrine of "strict construc- 
tion." The Southern bias was taking root, Jack- 
son, Clay, Crawford and Adams giving shape to 
new parties founded upon the economic manage- 
ment of the government. Mr. Monroe, then Presi- 
dent, had elaborated the subject of the power of 
Congress to grant aid and foster works of internal 
improvement, and took grounds against it The 
few enterprising men in the Big Hatchie country 
had their appetites sharpened by the. success and 
popularity of the subject along the northern lakes, 
^here canals were being cut The great Clinton, of 
the State of New York, had taken the " bull by th^ 
horns," and practically demonstrated the utility and 
advantage of such public work. With like feelings 
and enlarged views, they regarded the example a 
a good one, and sojcight to apply it to the develop- 
ment of their own section. It was no go, however. 
The strictoonstruction and economic party thought 
nature ought to take its course. They thought it 
best to permit the Tennessee river to continue to 
roll on in her transverse course, washing the 
shores of a higher latitude, and entering the Mia- 
flissippi, with the waters of the Ohio, two himdred 
miles above the mouth of the Big Hatichie. 

As a specimen of the narrow views to which the 
pec^le wece being trained and educated in those 
dajrgy in xeference to works of a public character, 
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the propofihiaii fw tiie constracfloii of a post-road 
from opposite Memphis to Little Bock, amply illus- 
trates, and is referred to as a part of the history of 
« Old Times/' 

Among the many eommnbieations to the press of 
that period, I copy the jfoUowing from the Jackson 
Gazette, a newspaper published in Jackson in 1826w 
It purports to be from the pen of one of the lead- 
ing men of that day» It begins thnst 

"Mr. Printbr— In looking over the last week's 
Gazette, I notice, with astomshnunt and swrfrise^ that 
Congress has ordered a road to be cut, at public 
expense, from the Village af MempMsy bett^ known 
to the OhickasawBlaffi, on the Mississippi river^ to 
Little Bock, in Arkansas t^ritory* l%e maidttgof 
tMs new proposed road will cost the United States 
an irnmeme stmt cf money, and little or no good wiU 
result from it except it will be to hold out the iim 
that Memphis, like the famed city after whidbi it is 
named, is conepicions upon Ihe g^Eieral plan of ike 
mxp of onl* State^ — ^an Indktn trading post, at most, 
insul«ted from Tennessee. The minds of ihe 
people have beccxne heated and Mfxtioated npom tbe 
mibject of ifUemal improf^ement Thm msmia lor int- 
temal inftpronsmeot, I fisar, will neveor test until it 
has caused the United States Treasury to be diegotgii 
of her last shilling. There are, in my opinion, isudh 
things as national sins, and though . pvnishment to 
individuals may be reserved to another wotid, 
national punishment can only be infficted in fliis. 
The evils we are suflfering must be put an end toJ' 

Now^ peadar, what think jpou wois .the iamoont 4^ 
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propriated by Congress, out of the United States 
Treasury, toward cutting the proposed road? To 
be exact, it was eleven thousand six hundred and 
seventy-four dollars and eighteen and three quarter 
cents. So Randolph, after holding Memphis in 
check for fifteen or more years, lost her only chance 
of becoming a city — ^the largest commercial city in 
West Tennessee. 

The removal of the Chickasaw Indians west of 
the Mississippi river, and consequent bringing into 
cultivation the rich and fertile lands of North 
Mississippi, facilitated the birth of the era of rail- 
roads to Memphis, and Randolph wan^d. As Mem- 
phis prospered Randolph declined, until her mer- 
chants and business men drifted with the current of 
prosperity, and landed at the mouth of Wolf. 
Bayless, Bowles, Smithers, Stewart, Laurence, 
Steel, Booker, Temple, Latham, and many others, 
who did business under the bluff at Randolph, 
changed the heading of their ledgers, and posted in 
their earnings from the bhiff at Memphis. Ran^ 
^olpfa as it was, is now only in name, and lives 
alone in the history of ** Old Times in the Big 
Hatchie Country.** 

The rich and fertile ta(ble lands in the vicinity dT 
'Randolph early attracted men of wealth and Intel* 
ligenoe. Among the first was 

JBSS8B BENTON, 

who settled below Randolph, on the Mississippi, 
before 1624, as in that year we find him a candidate 
on the Presidential electoral ticket as a Crawford 
elector. Memphii; was th^ n^apest postdfioe. Im- 
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placable, with singularly strong personal prejudice, 
he became a law unto himself, and soon migrated3 
when menaced by settled neighborhoods, to a more 
frontier country — Texas^ Uncompromising in his 
personal predilections and opinions, it is said that 
he was inexorable in his enmity toward his brother 
Thomas H., and General Jackson. Many incidents 
illustrative of his character are remembered^ the 
following, possibly, the strongest : He had entrusted 
a lot of stock to an individual in whom te had con- 
fidence, to take to Louisiana and selL Upon his 
return, he reported that he had been robbed on his 
way back, of the money. Benton rejected his story, 
and required that he produce the money or suffer 
such torture as he thought fit to inflict upon him. 
He still vowed tiiat he had been robbed. The im- 
jJacable Benton did not, or feigned not to believe, 
and ordered his overseer, with several negro men, 
to take him across the river to an island and box 
him up in a certain hollow tree, and there to be 
kept, without food and water, until he disgorged or 
told the truth about the money. They did as he 
eommanded— dared not do otherwise. After several 
days he went over to receive his confession, making 
the negroes take a cross-cut saw along. The hollow 
tree afforded just room enough for hi« victim to 
stand upright. In that position he hi^ be^n kept 
more than three days. Finding that he could not 
starve him out (for he still held to his same story), 
he ordered a couple of negro fellows to take hold of 
tke saw and saw the tree down. To work they 
went, the saw soon cutting its ymy into the bellow. 
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The delinquent, finding it was Benton's intention^ 
not only to satv the tree down bnt to. saw him into, 
cried ont, as soon as the sharp teeth began to menace 
his flesh, to hold on, that he wonld tell all the truth. 
With a most pitiable wail for his life, he told that he 
had gone into a gambling house in New Orleans 
and lost all his own money, and in trying to get it 
back he had staked up Benton's money, and lost 
that, and had to work his passage back, etc. Ben- 
ton, believing that he had gotten the whole truth 
ont of the fellow, spared his life. In the meantime 
courts had been organized in the county, and the 
matter got before the grand jury. 

OrviP Shelby, a generous, kind-hearted, genial 
companion and neighbor, became the owner of, and 
fixed his place of residence upon, the "Benton 
place," and contributed to the interest and advance- 
ment of society in and around Randolph. The 

ALSTONS, 

in whose veins coursed the best blood of the " Old 
Korth State," established a large plantation several 
miles back, and became, by their native courtesy 
and good manners, an acquisition to the society of 
the village and vicinity. They owned two of the 
best fiddlers the followers of Terpsichore ever 
danced after — Jim and Ossian — fiither and son. They 
were the pupils of the celebrated North Carolina 
violinist. Hey H"unn. They* played at all the balls 
in the county, and were often sent for to play at 
Jackson and Brownsville. 

Colonel Tom Robertson lived a happy life " up 
on the hill," the "latch-string" of whose door was 
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always on the outfiide. Qenerdus' a]:]ld.>mo8f kosp& 
tftble, full of anecdote and ptusaioiiately fond of » 
good joke, he entertained' glorioiisly. One good 
laugh of his wonM dispel the emud of llie vills^. 

was the ^oneer' new^ap^ nam of Tipton. He 
early settled at Eandolph, and published the Eon* 
dolph JRecord, a "lieh, rai^e and spieey'' little sheet, 
whose editor was most exoeUent good company. 
Noted for his lively, personal character, with a geniai- 
smile always upon his ruddy fiwe, without blemish in 
the " social,'' he was a welcome guest in ev^ry house* 
hold. Life with Frank Latham,.in ^' old times,'' wair 
ever in the merry sunshine^ He yet enjj9ys life in 
the shade of venerable years; 

Randolph came inr for hter diare of the Murrell 
excitement, prevalent in those days. Th6 " Murrell 
Clan " were not myths; th^ were veritable men of 
extraordinary boldness and daring. They counted 
their numbers by hundi*eds, and ranged from the^ 
Walnut Hills, at the mouth of the Yazoo, to the 
mouth of the Big Hatchie. They held their "Grand 
Council " in the deep, dark woods of the Mississippi 
bottom, in Aakansas, twelve or inore miles below 
Randolph and some six miles from tiie river, near 
Shawnee Village. The wlifer yet retains a lively 
recollection ot the many scenes and incidents of 
that thrilling and eventftil periodi Robbery, theft 
and murder occupied and filled the minds and en- 
gaged the attention of the pe<^le from Vicksburg 
to New Madrid. It wa& the theme in the quiet 
family circle, as well as public talk, and the subject 
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cf mtuikipal (»*diiianee8 and cegolaticnis. Every 
town Along the river had its vigilant committee and 
patrol, for the protection of life and property. Ban* 
dolph had its vigilant committee and organized 
patrol, and every stranger Hk&t entered the town and 
ndighboirhood was " spatted ^'aatil his business and 
personal became satid&ctDrily known to the guard* 
ians of the town. 

The Clansmen's most usuaF place of crossing the 
Mississippi, was a short distance below the "Benton 
place." In tracking their way to and from the 
"Grand Council Tree,'' a notable sycamore, stand- 
icrg in the tickest of the deep forest, towering above 
all other trees — discernible for miles around — a 
beacon to guide the foot-steps of the Clan in gather- 
ing. They seldom traveled over the same trail 
more than once, that they might elude the vigil of 
all who were not of their clan. The size of the 
" Council Tree, " at its base, equaled the notable In- 
diana sycamore at the moutli of the Big Pigeon, 
which is said to measure, at its base, seventy-five 
feet around, and capable of stabling in its capacious 
hollow, twenty-four horses at a time. It was at this 
tree, and in its great hollow, that John A. Murrell 
and his Clansmen met in grand council, and formed 
their dark plots, and concocted their hellish plans. 
Most of their depredations were committed along 
the river, and in the night time. Seldom a night 
passed at Randolph without the capture of sitspt- 
dous persons. It is keenly remembered by the 
writer, who was a member of the patrol at Ean- 
do]ph,.in, those J^-dark and bloody days/' that one 
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durk night (the AbAbt the mght the better for 
their wicked purposes, and the greater the nec^- 
sity for the patrol to be on the alert), the patrcd 
were out on the river front above town. In the 
dead, silent hours of the night, Ihe gentle rippling 
of the* still waters from the sharp pn>w of a boat 
came gliding down near the shore. The patrol had 
taken a position at the mouth of a deep cove, formed 
by the flow of the waters from the high bluff. It 
afforded a safe mooi^ng for small boats. The sus- 
picious craft moved in close to shore, and ran into 
the cove. Several yards from the river^s edge, 
wtdting until they had made &st by running an oar 
down in the soft mud, when the Captain of the 
patrol threw the light from his dark lantern full 
upon them, the patrol at the same time leveling 
their double barrels. Three stout, broad-shouldered 
sinners stood before us; an old gray-haired lark, and 
two younger — &ther and his two sons. The old 
man, who stood in the stern of the boat, dropped 
something from his shoulder into the water as socm 
as discovered. The water being shallow, however, he 
was required to fish it up. It proved to be a wallet 
filled with burglar's tools. They were marched 
up to the headquarters of the vigilance committee, 
and immediately put upon trial under the code of 
Judge Lynch. The wallet contained sufficient evi- 
dence to insure conviction and speedy execution. 
On account of the gray hairs of the old sinner, and 
youth of his two sons, the penalty was modified to 
corporeal castigation. They were sentenced to be 
denuded of every vestige of their clothes, stretched 
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across a cotton bale, and striped with a three and a 
half foot "cowhide/* at intervals, until day began 
to break, the old man to receive two licks to the 
boys one. That when day began to dawn, tiiat they 
be taken to l^ir boat, stark naked, tied hand and 
foot, and fiast to the bottom ot the boat, face 
npwards, gagged, with a placard posted npon their 
foreheads, written npon each, that if " ever caught 
again on the east bank of tJie Mississippi, in Ten- 
nessee, a twenty-five pound bag of shot would be 
tied around their necks and they become food for 
the catfish ; ** the boat to be carriedout in the mid- 
dle of the current and sent adrift without oars. 
The sentence was fully executed, and their up-turned 
faces greeted the first rays of the morning sun. 

It was during those bloody days that an occur- 
rence happened some twelve miles below Eandolph 
that shocked the whole country. A most atrocious 
and diabolical wholesale murder and robbery had 
been committed on the Arkansas side. The crew 
of a flatboat had been murdered in cold blood, 
disemboweled and thrown in the river, and the boat- 
stores appropriated among the perpetrators of the 
foul deed. The "Murrell Olan" were charged with 
the inhuman and devilish act. Public meetings 
were called in different parts of the country to 
' devise means to rid the country and clear the woods 
of the " Clan," and to bring to immediate punish- 
meAt the murferers of the flatboatmen. In Cov- 
ington a company was formed to that end, under 
the command of Maj. Hockley and Qrandville D. 
Seareyi and one, also, formed in Randolph, under 
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the cooMnitad of Colooel Orvil Sfe^Way. Tbc^ i»^ 
»t Itondc^k and orgaaiMd iniso oae icompaaf , im^ 
4er ecMumaiMi of Colonel ShcRiyu A dS^^boaiN 
iMiitod to tbe paiyoae, wm procoved, and the ^xpe^ 
dirtioQ) aoQsuBtiQg of mmm eighty or an hoadced 
I9ie&, well acoied, with, several days' ntioasi floated 
<mt from Raoidolphi and dowa to the la&diog wheM 
the wholesale murder had beea o<HBmUted. Thehr 
place ^ destination was Shawnee Village, aome six 
or moie Hiiles from the Mississippi, where the 
Sheriff of the county resided^ They were first t« 
irequire of the Sheriff to x^^t the offenders under 
arrest, and turn them over to he dealt with aecofd- 
ing to law. To ShawAee Villi^e the espediticiDi 
moved in single file, along a tortuous trail througk 
the thick oane and jungle, until within a fisw miles 
of the village, when the whole line was startled hy 
a shrill whistle at the head of the column, angwercpd 
by the sbaip click! click! click ! of the cocking of 
the rifles in the hands of the ClaneBaaen, in ambud^ 
to the right flank of the moving flile, and within less 
than a dozen yards. 

The chief of the Clan stepped out at tho head of 
the expedition, and in a sterdoricm voice commanded 
the expedition to halt ! saying: 

"We have man for man; move jforward another 
step and a rifle bullet will be sent through evefQr 
man under your command." 

A parley was had, when more than man for maa 
of the Clansmen rose from their hiding places in 
the thick cane, with their guns at a present The 
expedition had &llen in^ a trap; the Claiiism>^(i hfid 
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not been idle in finding out the movements against 
them across the river. Doubtless many of them 
had been in attendance at the meetings held for Hie 
purpose of their destruction^ The movement had 
been a rash one, and nothing vlas left to be done 
but to adopt the axiom that "prudence is the better 
part of valor." The leaders of the expedition were 
permitted to communicate with the Sheriff, who 
promised to do what he could in having the offenders 
brought to justice; but, alas for Arkansas and 
justice ! the Sheriff himstjlf was thought to be in 
sympathy with the Clan, and the law was in the 
'bands of Hie Clansmen. The e2^eda)tioD retraced 
Jlheir steps. Had it not been so formidable, and 
.well known by the Chmamen, every member of it 
W€yuM laa^&i&mxd his grave in the A^konflas cmmmp. 
Dt was not long afber, when, through the heroiem 
of Virgil A. Stewart, John A. Murrel fell into lus 
trap, whicii veeiilted in the Qlan being icattered, 
their organisation br^en up. 



• 
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CHAPTER X 

Lauderdale Formed ovi of Big Haichie Territory — Key 
Corner Established by Henry Rutherford^ in 1789 — 
Rutherford and Porter the First Permanent Settlers — 
David T, Porter the First Bom— Cote Creek Bluffs— In- 
teresting Topographical Features — Discovery of the Three 
Graves; Their History Worked out in Romance. 

. Tipton, n^Hrth of Hatchie, together with a slip 
ofl' tke northwestern oorner of Haywood, and » 
fair loaf off of the douthwestem part of Dyer, 
formed the prt^ent limits <^ Lauderdale, which was 
erected into a county by an act of the Legislature 
in the year 18S5. 

The first magistrates appointed for the county 
were Robert C. Campbell, Benjamin F« Johnsoo, 
Jeremiah Patrick, Milton G. Turner, John H, Max- 
well, Able H. Pope, William Strain, Elijah B. 
Foster, Henry Critchfield, Cristopher G. Litsworth, 
Henry R. Crawford and Henry R. Ohambers. They 
met at the house of Samuel Lusk the following 
year (1836), and organized the first County Court, 
electing Robert C. Campbell, Chairman; William 
Carigan, Clerk; Guy Smith, Sheriff; Isaac Bradon, 
Coroner; Samuel Lusk, Ranger; Thomas Fisher, 
Register; William T. Morehead, Trustee; Milton 
G. Turner, John H. ' Maxwell, Able H. Pope and 
Robert W. Campbell, Revenue Commissioners; 
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Griffetli L. Rutherford^ R. S. Byru, Hiram C. Keller, 
Henry R. Crawford and Robert W. Campbell, Com- 
misfiioners to sell the lots in the newly eetabliabed 
eotmty town, Ripley. 

The first Circuit Court was held at the house of 
George Byler, in 1836, and David Gilliland ap- 
pointed the first Clerk. It is not within the limits 
of the plan fixed by the writer of these reminis- 
cences to treat of the period when Lauderdale 
beciuxie an independent county. The territory 
forming the county, being within the limits of the 
Big Hatchie country in "old times," takes in "Key 
Corner'' ajid the "Cole Creek Bluffs," which is not 
more interesting for its wild and romantic scenery, 
thfm bordering the famed hunting ground of Davy 
Croekett, and the many incidents in pioneer life. 

KEY CORNER 

dates its history from the year 1789. When the 
State of North Carolina meditated the transfer of 
her territorial rights to the lands embraced- within 
the limits of the present State of Tennessee to Con- 
gress, with a view of its being erected into a State, 
certain owners of North Carolina land grants ob- 
tained the services of Henry Rutherford, a surveyor, 
to push forward west of the Tennessee river, upon 
Hie lands then owned by the Chickaeaws, and make 
certain locations. Rutherford, organiBiug his sur- 
veying party on the Cumberland, descended that 
river in the fall of the year 1789. Working their 
way down to the mouth of the Forked Deer, be 
poled up that stream until he struck the first high 
laad^ which hi^pened to be at the point of inter- 
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seotioii of ibe Cole Creek Bta£Bi with tke Forked 
Deer river. There he landed, and made his finit 
mark upon a small sycamore tree in the Ais^ of « 
key, which he established as the corner of his &itim 
surveys, from which time (178ft) it has been known 
as the '^Key Comer" upon all the maps of sidroe^ 
ijnent surveys. 

In 1819-20, Henry Rutherford and David Porter 
Ibund their way down the Cumberland and op 4ke 
F4»!ked Deer, and made a penoaanent settlemet^ at 
the "Key Comer," which became the nucleus of 
the first settlement on the Forked Deer river, which, 
before the counties of Tipton, Haywood and Dy«r 
were formed, was known as the "Key Corner Set^ 
tlement." Henry Eutherford and David Povter 
were aaiong the first promine&t settlers in West 
Tennessee, and among the most pominent men. 
Tlie first "grist mill" was built at "Key Comer,*' 
Jknown ae " Buiii^cfard's Mill." The first ee<^l^s 
aibout Brownsville aent their com to 1ihe-"XJey Oor^ 
uer" to be ground. Butherford was made Co4:ni^ 
Surveyor, which office he filled as long as he livenl^ 
•preserving to the day of his death, which oceutied 
but a £bw years ago, remarkable good health, and a 
most wonderful recollection of the early incidents i^df 
his life, and marked with clearness and precision the 
surveys made by him more than three score of yeacB 
back. 

The first child born on the territory embcaoed 
within the limits of Lauderdale county, was 

DAVID T. PORTSR, 

in the.year 1^20, at the "Key Corn^*" £ear^d in 



/ 
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Ae botwe of his bilrtb, he is honored by having 
iwrrer lived anywhere else. Like the fixedness and 
stabilitf of Rutherford's sycamore, he has lived 
fiflty-three years at the same place, having, during 
tfa»l tifeaev resided i^ three counties by continuing 
to Hve at home. Prominent among his neighbors^ 
and highly esteemed for his courage and manly 
Wf»ing, he was made a Captain in the Confederate 
service, Which position he filled with honor. 

John FHppin came from Knox county and settled 
near the "Key Corner" in the year 1822, and shared 
wi^ tiie early pioneers the perils and hardships of 
tbe wilderness, a«d left his name identified with the 
Iftnd of his early adoption through his sons; the 
HStost prominent of whom, Benjamin M. Flippin, is 
yiet Kving in Lauderdale in the vicinity where his 
&lber first settled. 

The Cole Creek Bluffi, beginning at the "Key 
Corner," on the Forked Deer, range southwest to 
the upper point of the first Chickasaw Bluff, on the 
Mississippi river, a distance of some fifteen or more 
miles, and constitute the most interesting topo- 
graphical features of Lauderdale county. They 
overlook that large body of bottom land lying to 
Ae west and north — the land of the many newly- 
ttksde lakes — the famed hunting-ground in "old 
times," when the screw-cutter and Davy Crockett 
bunted together, before the rents and cracks pro- 
duced by the shakes of 1811-12 had all healed over. 

It was on the highest knob of this range of bluffs, 
within near distance of ihe great Father of Waters, 
flie god of day, which had been intensely bright. 
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was fiast losing its force upon the hills, its glancing 
rays diffusing a gentle fading crimson through the' 
yellow-tinted foliage of the wild-woods, reflecting 
back a bright golden luster from the tops of the ftir 
off trees to the east; looking to the far west, over 
the tops of the ocean of tall trees that shaded the' 
broad acres below, the eye no longer contracted by 
the "sharp sunbeam," the ftill vision gazed upon 
one uniform glory. The lakes had received into 
their placid bosom the last lingering ray of the sun- 
set. 'Way yonder, across the mighty river, the 
flitting fragment of a cloud, with its purple edges, 
lingers, the fading luster of the crimdon blending 
until the shades of night gain possession of the 
heavens. How good it was in "our Father iti 
Heaven " to give us the " moon and stars to shine 
by night;" how cheerless^ and gloomy the world 
would have been without them — the very thought of 
black darkness makes one shudder. Gloom and 
ghostly apparitions seize hold of his very thoughts. 
The moon and stars never shone brighter, however, 
than they did that night on the screw-cutter and his 
little hunter companion. By accident they had 
pitched upon the loveliest spot on the bluffs, far 
above the gloom of the dark shades of ^e deep 
woods below them ; through the tops of the tall 
trees the eye penetrated and caught glimpses of the 
bright waters of the lakes trembling in the silvery 
luster 'neath the full moon in mid-heaven. Upon 
that lovely knoll they yielded to "tired nature** 
their first night upon the Cole Creek Bluffp, in the 
early part of the month of November^ 182 — . Rolled 
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up io their blankets, they sought the " sweet restorer, 
balmy sleep." 

Neither cloud nor displeasure marred the glory of 
the morniBg. The gray streaks of the early morn 
gave promise of a fair day. Taking their morning 
meal— tender steaks cut from the loin of a yearling 
deer the screw-cutter had shot down the evening 
before — they wandered away to find a spring of fresh 
water. "Winding down the high hill, they struck a 
bright little stream of running water, and followed 
the course of its curving up a deep gorge. Soon 
the gorge narrowed, barely allowing room to pass 
between the branch and the high overhanging bluff 
^des. Going through the narrow pass, they stepped 
into a lovely little glen of several rods in width — ^a 
most enchanting little spot, the margin of the bright 
little branch grown over with tall water-lilies, em- 
bowered by the thick overhanging foliage from the 
steep hill-sides, terminating at the head by a per* 
pendicular bluff, from under which gushed a bold 
spring. 

*^See! see there! it's an old, abandoned hut in a 
state of decay. Yes, it is the remains of an old 
naod hut, the front and one end crushed in by the 
shivering of that stately oak; 'twas a thunder-bolt 
that did it. Well, if this isn't a discovery in this 
wild, uninhabited country. Halloo! the world is 
eoming to an end, surely. No, those who once in- 
habited this quiet little nook found their end; for, 
ae I am alive, they are dead. Here is three well- 
marked graves. One of them seems old— old of 
long standing; the other two se€uacu<&gly of luore 
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xeoent dtte, yet quite old enough for their friends, 
if they have any, to forget them; it is so odd. Oh! 
that the dead could speak from their long and lonely 
resting place ; what a tale, perhaps of sorrow and 
tears, could be told here," 

" Sit down under the shadows of (Ms grovel elm 
land oak by the side of that gurgling spring, of bright 
water, and after thou wilt have refreshed thyself, 
let the imagination work it out. 

^ Many years ago I had a young and &8t Mend. 
We were in the habit of hunting these woods — 
hunting down the Obion to its mouth, and up Reel- 
foot, spending months in the chase together," said 
the screw-cutter. "Young, handsome and teave- 
hearted, I loved him dearly. The sight of those 
graves revives in me a sad remembrance; they bring 
to mind what I had well nigh forgotten. Sad mem- 
ories ! Gould the living reunite the dry bones be- 
neath those little hillocks and clothe them in the 
freshness of youth, what a tale of romance could 
be told of these woods. Enough is remembered, 
however, to remove th« niyftery that hangs over 
feem. 

^ On the occasion of our last hunt in ihese woods 
we had been out several weeks. My Banting coBEb-' 
panion became strangely afflicted for a hunter. 
After our morning meal, he would itinb his gua 
and be gone all day, returning to the camp after 
nightfall happy and gay, without reporting Ihe kill- 
ing of any game. In answer to inquiries ^ to has 
day's hunt, he w^uld exprees himself the haf^iert 
maniin the w^idd^'giving a most glowing desmptiofn 
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cf a beaatif ul lakd he had ^kcovea^ed some three or 
four hours' walk from the ^xtmp. 

^^A more &oble felkm or htrarrer hunter aerer 
iihouMeced a rifla* He becaaie a mfiniac. Thoie 
graves must have had something to do with M» 
,gQing GEAzy. The lake we got a glis^se of last 
sijB^ is doubtlieBfi t^ saxne he was ao loud of titto- 
ing about. 

" The story is a long one^ I will tell it aa we go 
aloflg. We .mast go back to our horses aow/' 

They started baek to their borses, ooBtuming the 
suorative ae they went along. 

^^ My kuBting companion returned !(m> ^^mp one 
aight mi»e tboughtfiil tban i^snal, eiQire^siog him- 
Belf tirad af the hunt, and urged that we break ^p 
joamp. We had MUed more bear than we coujid 
'weU pack: away; baside^ the hakxt, &Qm the turm 
i0f mind my young isumd had tttkmx^ had i^^^y 
flaaoh lost its inters. We ended the hunt and 
vetnmed to the settlement We separated. He 
apetumed to his home. He lived with an aged 
^Boadisstnasiar the Madrid settlesotent. 

^' When ti^e next hunting eeaaoa eaQie round he 
idid not jjoiu aa. It was a year aDbeor bef^e we met 
•gain. Wild and uaeenti:oU!8d>ley he had Itbandoaed 
himself to the wild haunts in the woods* It was in 
tine woods ihat w« met. He threw his arsM at onnd 
i&e, embcaeing me with the fonid affacticm of a 
brother^ shedding teaxsas a child* The scenes whea 
last we had been together. eeemed to haimt him. 
The harden of hia wild talk was of the beautiful 
laJbeaadfaialoveljjr^ White Idly^' lo^uiedhiin hwae 
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to fais old motber. He oeither ate nor slept. I re^ 
maiued with him antil he ^ed. 

*^ After hiB deatii his old moth^ took from an old 
8e<^etary a roll of papers. Handing them to me, 
flhe said: 

^^^ Victor's last itequest, before he lost his mind, 
was that after his deadi I shoald hand tiiese papers 
to you ; that they would unravel a mystery.' 

** Thus the story runs : 

^^ ^ Curious to examine the sunk lakes, lower down 
from where our eunp was pitched, I had walked 
several hours in a southern direction, when I came 
upon a beatttiful open lake, the loveliest I had dis- 
covered in the bottom* I struck the head of it, 
from which point I obtained a full view of its length 
and size. Tray^-diaped, it was longer than it was 
broad — perhaps three or more milea long. Like 
most lakes, it was shallow around the margin, getting 
deeper in the middle; judging from its being open 
in the middle, and other f^pearances, deeper than 
the tallest of surrounding forest trees. It being free 
from undergrowth and fallen timbers along the mar- 
gin^ I strolled around it. In passing along, my 
attention was attracted by the fish darting from near 
tiie shore into deep water. The lake seemed to be 
aUve with them. 

^ ^ Coming to a shady i^ot, where a large tree had 
blown up, falling over the lake, its strong roots hold- 
ing it suspended over the surface of Ibe water, I 
halted to rest. Setting my gun by the' roots, I 
walked out on it several feet from the shore and lay 
down upon its huge trunk. My attention was soon 
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attracts to a clump of tall water-lilies growing in 
tiie water near the shore, by liie jumping and floun- 
dering of the fish; so charmed with the countless 
nnmbere of the finny tribe darting through the 
clear sunny spots upon the bright surface of the 
water, passing to and fro among the lilies, that I 
must have been there an hour or more when the 
sound of a gentle rippling of the waters, rapidly 
approaching from behind me, arrested my attention. 
Without rising from my reclining position, I turned 
my head and eyes ftiU upon the loveliest form in human 
flesh I ever beheld — ^a young woman standing erect 
in a trim little canoe, driving its sharp prow swiftly 
over the surface of the placid water. So great was 
my amazement that I felt transfixed to the log. 
Her long golden hair thrown back upon her shoul- 
ders, her head uncapped ; fiur as a lily, and fresh as 
a new-born rose, she was a very picture of female 
beauty and loveliness just budding into womanhood. 
Looking neither to the right nor left, her eyes fixed 
upon the clump of water lilies, she gently raised her 
long slender paddle out of the water, the sharp 
bow of her little boat gliding in among them. She 
had not observed me, so intently were her eyes 
peering down into the clear water. Schools of the 
bright scaly tribe closed in around her, flouncing 
and cutting up all sorts of finny antics. Running 
her long paddle down in the soft mud to steady her 
little boat, intent alone upon the object of her mis- 
sion, she stooped forward, her long golden locks 
fiEilling over her fi»ce. She seated herself in the 
bottom of her frail little craft, burying her head 
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among^ thf tell lilwii, htimmnig m ft soft muMcnl - 
strftin, fts in eomrnme wiih. the'eoQBiieiB'BnimberB'O^ 
ftsh timl gathered airon»d ]ier. Tfafere she remaiDed^ 
feeding and: chanting ta heit Iktte lake compmions^ 
witiiia a rod o£ me; 

^^^My eyes, from gaoing bo inteirdy upoft sueh ar 
dazzling heanty, began to grow blind. I «i|>eotedr 
every moment that the lend bealnag of mj heart 
would arrest het atteotion; In such % deliiinm of 
delight and amazemeni^ I fek pinned :&Bt to tha 
tree. The oi^ortantty, however, was fiavorabk for 
rifling from my reomnbeitt position. In an instuit 
I was npon my &et, a» yet wboUy miobaervedr by tbe^ 
fiiir queen of the lake. 

" * Gtetting through with her little charitieaand talk 
with her i.nny companions^ now and th^ai running* 
her long white band ooder the clear watery tke 
little 8ilvery*^d6d tribe gathering aarouivd Hy and 
passing through her long taf>ering fingers, biddings 
them good-%ye for the evening, she arose to hep 
feet, and we stood faiee to faee^ The eneiDed amaze* 
ment which faad^ held me spell4>ouiKl, had began 
to pass eff. It eame her time to exUibtt surprrae 
and amazem^st. Tbrowing her large, dear, bliw 
eyes full upon me, raising both of her bandB, throw^ 
ing back her long, yellow tresses, she ubplorin^ 
said: * Who! and what are you! and why are jtoo 
here?' 

"^Her manner was bewitehingly eames*. In 
words as gentle and soothing aa possible, I replied: 

*'^I am a hunter, and came in these weoda to 
bunt; tbait in rambling ab«ut in the woods^ I oame 
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iip0D thie^li]s% Mid was i^troded to tliis eiic&iiiiiing 
spot, where I have been §&t Imiips^ amnsiag mj^elf 
wkh tiw BKyyemeatB <Kf the nnmeroua beautifui fish 
pMBing ix^ and fro aiftofig the tall liliea^' Having 
replied to her two pointed qaec^ons, I tiiea asked has 
to tell nue who she wae> and why she was alofiie upon 
tiiis beautiful lake Id the wild^woods?^ 

"* Who I majL^ I beg joa will not iiiquire, or seek 
rto know. I am hereito feed and eomnuiike with my 
Mttie teke- eompanionBy where Z have not feilied t& be 
eiBce my ehildhood. I beg that you will juik me ne 
ttiere queetioiis, or aeek to find me out, and ti»ai 
you will not agaifi come to* ihb lake/ her voice solb- 
ening afid becoming mx)re subdued as she finished 
speaking, still keeping her large blue eyes in a fixed 
gaee upon me. 

^^ ^ I begged that she would not lay upon me such a 
bordeti, or to seal my lips against nature's ardent 
pvemptings. ThiEtt I would have to be more Ihaa 
koman to abide her biddings. I^hat it was asking 
flEiore than the human heart could stand. 

^^In what have I put upon you more than is 
ki»na& to be«r?^ she sittd, her voice still softening. 

" * Why, in requiring that I shall not seek to know 
ycm, or find you out, now that I have seen yoo; that 
we have met and spoken, that I know these woods 
contain one so beautiful and lovely, the thing you 
Mk is impomble.' 

" ^ Then you will destroy all the pleasures I have 

in life. I ^an eome to these enchanting waters 

no miNPe^ Z will never see and commune with my 

little lake companiotts any more/ said she, a soft, 
10 
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mxtommg gloom ^xdbakag ksr sweet £iu)e as she 
pronounced the last words. 

^^ ^ I then asked her to answer me a few more qnes- 
tions; whether she had parents^ or whether she was 
idone in the wild tofOsL 

^^ ^ Mother I have not ; I know nothing of a motiier* 
I have an old &dier who is good to me; I love and 
honor him above all things excqpt my MUe. I 
have promised him, and he exacts the promise to be« 
renewed every year, liiat I will decline the aequaint- 
ance of .all persons; that the time will come, SMid 
SQpn enough, when I will know of the world and a 
new life, but not until after his death.' 

" * Have yon ever met with any one in these woods 
before ? ' I inquired. 

"^ Never; you are the first and only man I ever 
saw, save my old father. From him I have learned 
much. I have read much of the world. I read 
from my Bible that the world is full of sin, and 
man is desperately wicked.' All the while she had 
not taken her eyes from me. She seemed charmed 
by the first specimen of young flesh in human form. 
With softened tone of expression she seemed willing 
to prolong the interview. 

" ' I said to her that the wild-woods was my home, 
my companions were my dogs and my gun, young 
Mid full of warm impulses; that in her limited 
knowledge of the world, as derived from books, fAm 
knew but litde of the human heart That she, like 
myself, had a heart full of generous, loving im- 
pulses ; that from the Bible she had read that man 
and woman were made for eadi other, and to make 
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one another happy, and that it was not good to be 
* alone in the world.' 

"' Yes, the Bible reads that way. We read of the 
fiiBt man and the first woman in the garden. We 
read that they were happy until a knowledge of the 
wiM-ld brought ein.' 

"^Imploringly I asked that I might talk with her 
when she came again to hold converse with her 
lake companions. I promised that I ivould then 
abide whatever her decision might be. Before she 
had spoken, I read in her melting blue eyes her 
answer. She replied, *I promise.' With the word 
ringing in my ears, she shoved her little bark out 
in tiie deep water and shot across the lake. I stood 
gazing npon her receding form until it was lost to 
view in the. thick foliage overhanging the maj^gin 
of 4he lake on the opposite shore. 

"* The next day I was at the lake long before the 
hofur of her coaning. I lingered around the en- 
chanting spot of our meeting the previous day. 
Prompt in coming, I kept out of her view until she 
should have gotten through with her pleasing, self- 
imposed duties* I could but observe that when 
approaching the lilies, she raised those large blue 
eyes and took in a survey cm land. I was greatly 
encouraged to hope. After she had gotten through 
with Ihe eoidy tribe (she seemed more hurried than on 
the eveningbefore), she rose to her feet, when I discov- 
ered myself to her. She came upon shore, extending 
her hand. We strolled down the lake shore in the 
sil^t wood. We talked pf a new life, and whis- 
pered love ta' each other* Upon the aiient shores 
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of the * Lake of the Lilies ' we plighted our love, 
with a * promise ' that I should visit her old father 
at his secluded dwelling-place the next day. 

"*At the appointed hour the next day we met on 
the opposite shore of the hikQ. A diort walk 
through the dark forest brought us to a deep ravine 
winding up in the hills, through which flowed a 
bright little rippling brook. Reaching the b^id 
of it the banks became bluff, deeply shaded over 
by the thick foliage of the giant forest overhead. 
From under the bluff gushed a bold spring. Tli© 
old trapper hermit was seated before the door of 
his mud hut. As we jq)proached he rose to his feet 
with the dignity and true politeness of an old time 
gentleman, his long silvery lockd falling down over 
his broad shoulders, with snow white i^eard cover- 
ing his well-formed chest. He extended Ms hatid 
to me, saying: 

" * The White Lily, my daughter, the fight of my 
life, has told me all. It is only that which I mort 
feared, and possibly had a right to ^SLpeet. Her 
young life knows notiring of sorrow <» <Hnpp<»nt^ 
ment; mastering all the studies and knowledge I 
was able to teach ot eeq)able of imparting, yet she 
is ignorant of the world ^nd % crtsanger to sin. 

^^^For ifteen years lAe has beoA the ligbi and I^ 
of an old man, who lives a trespasser upon man j 
years beyond the period allotted to masi tqmi eartli. 
It is nc^ surprising that her ardent yoxmg natmre^ 
loving as it is, should have aeoeptiBd the heart and 
hand of young flesh, on^ like yourself who seem 
the gentiemaii, tboagh a kurter. I aoi only a 
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trapper ; I have fiiitli that you are a true man, and 
will make her a good husband. My age forbids that 
I should oppose her wishes; I fear to risk doing her 
an injustice ; I have been to her a good guardian 
and father.' 

" * Taking her hand and putting it in mine, he bade 
us to kneel before him. Laying a hand upon each 
of our heads he said : 

" ' Receive the blessing of the old trapper Mchol. 
Two months and four days from to-day will be my 
ninety-fourth birthday. On jthat day, which will be 
my last, I will take the White Lily, the light and 
life of my last day, to the settlement at Madrid ; be 
there, and she becomes your wife. Until then, upon 
the pain of your losing her, come not to this place 
again.' 

" ' So loiig ! two months and four days; permit me 
to come for her,' says L 

"* No ! you are the only person who has visited this 
place or seen me in these woods, or the White Lily 
since I first saw yon spring, now more than fifty- 
seven years ago, save him whose remains lie 'neath 
that moss-covered grave at the end of this cabin and 
the young woman who shjtU be your prize for keep- 
ing away. Let it be so.' 

"'With his last word^, * shall be your prize for 
keeping away,' I turned to join her at the spring, 
and the old trapper disappeared in his dark hut. 
Our last hour upon the green velvet moss by the 
side of the rippling brook was as a love dream — a 
delirium of blissful delight. 

"'Two months and four d^^s — sixty-four days to 
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wail! Had it been a sentence to the scaffold, time 
would have been craved; but — well, I have to wait. 
Trie two months came round; but the four days and 
four long nights — each day seemed a month, and 
the last of the four I thought would never pass. It 
seemed as though the sun would never reach noon- 
tide; that, as in the days of Joshua, it had been 
bidden to stand still. 

"'The two months and four days had passed. I 
stood upon the bluff at the place appointed for me 
to receive the object 6f love — the sole absorbing 
object of my heart's affection. With lengthened 
vision my eyes kept watch to get the first glimpse of 
the old trapper, with the * light of his life,' as they 
should hove in sight below. Hour after hour I stood, 
and not an object came in sight upon the broad 
waters of the great river. With straining eyes I 
stood alone upon the bank looking down the reach, 
until with heavy heart I turned my face from the 
waters, when the eye could no longer penetrate 
through the darkness of the night. On the bank I 
walked — ^walked all night, with ear sharpened to 
catch the sound of the oars' stroke. None came, 
and broad daylight found me with eyes still open 
peering down the river. In the agony of my soul 
I stepped into the first boat and pushed off to meet 
them. Down I rowed, on I pulled ; never did skiff 
glide over water faster. Glancing at every turn 
back over my shoulder to get a sight of their com- 
ing, I relaxed not a stroke of the oar until night 
came upon me. 

" ' Reaching^ the point of landing the nearest to 
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the old trapper's hut as the morning sun rose over 
the high point of the first Chickasaw BluflF, I bounded 
away for the 'Lake of the Liliesw' I easily found 
my way to the old trapper's hut Casting from 
me the gloomy spell which had bound me for the 
past twenty-four hours, doubting not that ought ehe 
than the whim and caprice of an old man who felt 
that he was parting with the light and life of hie 
last days detained her, I moved up the sparkling 
branch with new life. 

" ' Reaching the hut, the door was closed. Signs of 
life had departed in every direction the eye turned. 
There was no smoke curling up from the broad 
throat of the cabin — ^gloom and desolation seized 
hojd of my senses. With dread awe, I stood at the 
door of the hut, with hand raised to rap, when my 
eyes fell upon a newly-made grave by the side of 
the ancient moss-covered one. Overwhelmed with 
a presentiment of woe, I leaned heavily against the 
door, when it swung open, upon its heavy grating 
hinges, exposing to view the lifeless form of the 
old Trapper. Dead, dead, dead! Half alive I lay 
upon the door step. A voice from 'neath the fresh 
clod ringing through my ears, dead^ dead, dead! 
Stj^gering, I arose, and strode to the spring, the 
still voice following — ^tingling in my ears, penetra- 
ting to the soul, dead, dead, dead I More dead than 
alive, I fell upon the green moss, where last we had 
talked and dreamed in a wild delirium of bliss and 
happiness* 'Twas here she had grown up, and 
enjoyed the early fruits of her young life — ^here, 
under the shades of the overhanging foliage, now 
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drooping in silent sorrow, sfiedding tlieir virgih 
tears npon her newly-made grave. Up yonder Mil- 
side, she frisked and froliclsed, with the young 
morning, blythe and gay as a young l^ay lamb. 
Oh! life, even in spring time, thou art but *a poor 
pensioner upon the bounties of an hour. ' For 
hours I lay as in a dream, living life over again. 
It all seemed wrapped up in a few days 6f the near 
past; fortune I had none; the li^ht and promise of 
the future had gone; vacanev, bi^oad sterile vacancy, 
loomed up before me. It had taken the place of 
all that was lovely. 1 httS 4ught^now t6 feve for. 
Near me the gurgling watei*s ai*6se froni beneafti 
the high bluff, playing with the bright sunbeam as 
they rippled past in their silvefy, Winding course 
down the gorge. I atrose', and bathed tny feverish 
temples in the coof refreshing; 'Watters, ennd \^ent to 
the cabin, to put 6,way the old 'Trapper, in remem- 
brance of her, and because she loved and honored 
him. He lay asr tfeough he? had died under a 
Christian hand; every Hmb in its proper place,^hi8 
head resting upon a roll of rare furs, his hands 
clasped across his t)rpad chest, in one a small slip 
of paper, upon which was written: *Bury my 
body by the side of the newly-niade grave, wtere 
sleeps the Hght of my lifb — ^April 4, — .' Signed 
Nichol. The ligtt of his life had gone before him. 
He died on his ninety-fourth birthday — ^the day of 
his appointment. 

"^Near him, oh a rude table, lay a roll of manu- 
script. On the outer 6ide was written: *For the 
uffianced of the 'White Lily.* Here, then, is the 



in West Tennessee. 226 

mistery. Oh! manhood, wjyr hast thpu forsaken 
me? I was once called when in the chase, ^Victor, 
the lion-hearted.' I am no longer the * lion-hearted.' 
The soft illurements of woman's love has won the 
victory — ^the grave has become the victor, and left 
its sting — ^the barbed arrow corroding in my bleed- 
ing souL But the mistery. We will read it after 
putting the old man away. 

FROM NICHOLS' MANUSCRIPT. 

" On the fourth day of April, should I be living, 
I will have lived to see my pinety-fourth birthday, 
and for more than fifty-seven ^ears I have lived a 
.trapper hermit, in this hut. 

"On my twenty-sixth birthday I married with 
,a lovely English woman, the daughter of a British 
officer, stationed on Lake Erie. She was fair and 
rosey, gentle in disposition, and free from guile. My 
love for her knew no bounds. We had been mar- 
ried four years, when I carried her and our only 
child, a daughter, our darling little Marie, to stay 
with her father at Fort Pitt, until my return from a 
fur-hunting expedition on the upper lakes. I had 
expected to be gone but one winter. Fortune did 
not favor us, however, and we were absent two 
years. During that time the war-whoop was raised 
on the lakes — the Pontiac war broke out, of which 
we had heard nothing, until on our way back, at 
Green Bay. I had a presentiment, foreboding evil 
to my wife and child, and neither ate or slept 
until I reached the fort. Too truly had been my 
fears and misgivings. Both wife and child were 
butchered and scalped by the ruthless savage. 
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**I remembered nothing more from the day of 
my arrival in the fort until some four months after, 
when I found myself under the treatment of the 
kind physician of the fort. When I was sufficiently 
recovered to be permitted to leave the fort, I met 
with a warm friend and companion. We had messed 
together and slept under the same blanket during 
our two winters on the upper lakes. He knew of 
my deep affliction and sympathized with me, advis- 
ing that I leave the scenes of the lake and go south 
to Louisiana. I agreed — would have agreed to have 
gone with him anywhere, as for myself I cared not 
which way it was. W6 soon were ready with a 
good boat and requisite outfit for the trip. Reach- 
ing the Mississippi we soon passed the mouth of 
the Ohio. It wa« in the month of August, the 
weather very hot, and the water bad to drink. My 
friend took sick and was getting worse every day. 
Reaching the first high bluff after many days drift- 
ing, we stopped to find good water, and a cool, 
shady place, intending to remain until cool weather 
before proceeding on down the river. After many 
hours' search I found this spring of delightful water 
in this cool, shady nook in the woods. Return- 
ing to the boat, my friend being just able to walk 
out to it, I went to work and packed out our trap? 
and things. He drank heartily of the cool water 
that evening and felt greatly refreshed. * In the 
morning he felt much better. Before noon, how- 
ever, he was taken with a chill and died in it. I 
buried him where he died, and built this hut by the 
side of his gnive, resolved never to leave it while 
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Ufe ladted. Heiie I imw^ IiTinefl, and idcme dnrmg 
the first forfy odd yeftrs, occaeiciMilIj^ taJdng a trip 
np the river to dkpose of my fore aad lay in needed 
supplies. I trapped it up the Obion, indeed up afl 
the water coanea, and throtgfa tie t dttom for tibirty 
miles up jthe riyer. At home in the woods, I o&lj 
returned to my hut when .my wallet becamie ex^ 
hauated. ... 

^ I witnessed many of the wonderful fireaks of 
nature in those awful days of earthquakes and 
shakes. During the worst of it I had gone up the 
Obioo, roaming through the bottom in search of 
bearer ^i^. My attention was arretted by a miabi- 
ling noise. A:t first I thought it the approach of a 
storm or big wind. Boon the sound seemed to be 
everywhere^ and from the bowels of the earth.it 
became fearful. I tried to gather in my thoughts 
and fix in my mind what to look for. When the 
ground upon which I stood began to tremble, heave 
and shake with terrific violence, the vibrations be- 
coming quicker and more terrible, until it became 
impossible to stand upon my feet without holding 
on to the small trees around me. I knew not which 
way to turn or whither to go for safety. The giant 
forest around and over me swayed and groaned, 
clashing and crashing their great laps, keeping time 
with the undulating movement of the earth in whiofa 
they were rooted. Soon the earth began to quake, 
and crack around and beneath where I waa stand- 
ing. In the wildest confusion it began to break said 
open before me, then to sink, sink, sink, carrying 
dwHn with it. a great park of trees^ uutil the tope of 
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tine tallest «noiig Amat drap|>ad oat of m^^ In 
owe «nd wonderawat I-fltoadreeUngiiBiotie drank 
widi wine^ And witneMsd tine rbirtk -of SM tlmA 

«< Mj bwt! I ^ad left k« m wK)k, nonrtha Ofcton. 
S^curitig ito Iwe it, I made for it in quick haste. Uktt 
wfltesB hsKi ebbed fpom at, leaving it hi^ ttod dry*. 
Soon, however, the flow returned, with the Tioieaoe 
nf *^a moantaiA temmt LaeMng it ito« small 4Tee, 
I suooeeded in keeping it from bekig ' flwampad;' 
The watera becoming sufficiently qoiet, I TOwed 
down the month, passing ont witii the flew of the 
watero, which had fiiled the wJiole botti»m maaiy 
feet in pmwi&g tip the gorge, to no^ hut, I fonnd 
ihatTmy spring branch had gone diy. On i^adung 
the springs the first thing notineable was a fearM 
'rent in the bluff, readying down below the spring- 
tbed, and not a drop of water in it. ^ Confusion 
"worse eonfininded ' seemed i^read ont all over ibB 
hmd. Openings appeared as by magic frc^n the high 
hills to the great Father of Waters, many newly- 
formed lakes had been created in close proximity to 
my hearetofore seemingly safe and quiet dwelling- 
place. The loss of my spring! I had begun to 
.thirst, and water was not to be had nearer than the 
BewlyHBiade li^es. I .had begun to think of the 
necessity of finding a new place of abode, when the 
joarth began to tremble and quake again, the fnr 
•socm becoming tufi^ised with a sulpbaepoits smell. 
I sat in my oadinn and w^ted the terrible pending 
results, when I noticed the harried flow of black 
.mwfaly water leaping dovm the spving bxattch, 
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^rowdi IB il0 angry «iiigi^ ^eoMree. I£«nDg loBt aU 
pttTBDBid f ear amdrt the lei^itUe freaks of tba (darth 
and water around me, I arose, and walked to the 
spring, to witeMs 1tbe ebangas goinf m. The. deep 
tflit in the .bkiff had ickxsed np^ais tha«^ nad^r the 
power of M gseat Imttrnfig-^ram. Slaok aiiMddy 
amier was gashing up through the Vapdng md atl 
Mmnd it, emitting a moatdi0ag9e6abl6^<M*. Sofm 
tl^ flow of \^ter hegan to deoreane 4aid get iclear ; 
ibefore night-£dl my sprkig had jpesamed its ^n^ient 

^* The nextfmoiniDg I had gone to the river to lo<^ 
i^ter my boat; while standing upon the hank, I 
aotioed Ji boat drifting in the eurrent. Rowing out 
to it, I was jtmazed beyond fitting language to ex- 
press, to find lying in the bottom of the drifting 
akiff a lovely ohild, her sweeot little faae turned up 
to the heavens. At first I could not tell whether 
ahe was living or dead. iHer long broflm .lashes 
were fringed over her closed eyes ; her bright golden 
^nris had &llen back, exposing to the sharp rays of 
the sun the most angelic^like &oe I had ever beheld. 
I stood looking upon her lovely features as in a 
dream, when an angelic nnile oame to her sweet 
countenance, followed by a soft and gentle bveathing. 
She was not dead-— o&ly sle^ag. 

"Gently I fiwtened the drifting craft to mine 
and pulled for the shore. My boat eoeedng up 
to the bank abruptly, jarring the boat she was in, 
startled her. In a moment I was in the boatiwith 
her, taking a seat: 'to staady it as aha aooMetoher 
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little feet, rabWog her eye*, seeniiiigly not yet fully * 
awake. Opening ber large clear blue eyes, sbe dia- 
covered me. Springing into my aisms; she mod 
out: 

^^Oh! papa, papa; where is mamnM?^ 

^^ Burying her sweet little face in my bosom ior 
several moments, I pressed her little head to my 
heart, stroking her soft hidr, while scaWng te^as 
came tricfcKng down over my old brown, foriowed 
cheeks. Herangelk &ce bad strnek a oo»d in my 
heart) calling up before nie my murdered wife and 
child. I held in my bosom the image of my long 
lost little MAiie, and pressed her little £i.ce to my 
aching heart 

^'She raised her little head, looking me fall in the 
fece, and fixing her clear blue eyes x)n mine, sbe 
spoke, saying: 

^^^I ihou^t yon was papa^ .1 don^t know yam. 
What makes you cry ? ' 

^^Moments passed before I could give utterance to 
a word. Recovering myself, however, and without 
answering her inquiring looks as to who I was, I 
asked ber to tell .me her name^ 

" ' Mary,* she said, 

"*Ah! yes; Marie— Mary what?' 

"^JnstMary.' 

" * What is your papa's name ? ' 

"* Charley.' 

'*^* Charley what?' ^ i, - 

^^Only just Qharl^. Mamfui ealk him onijr 
Charley/ 

^^^Wett; whftt'a.raamma'a oflMift?' 
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'^*Katy — Katy darling, papa calls her sometimeft/ 

" * Where is your papa ? * 

***Don*t know where papa is/ 

** * How did you get in this boat ? ' 

"* You see, when everything was shaking so, and 
the houses was falling, papa picked me up and 
ran down to the river and put me into the boat; 
then he went back to bring mamma. Mamma was 
coming down the hill. When papa and mamma 
got down the hill the boat was way out in the river. 
As papa jumped into the water to catch the boat 
the big water come and run all over the bank and 
all over mamma. The boat rocked and shaked so 
bad I fell down in it, and didn't see papa and 
mamma any more.* 

"Fully comprehending the dread catastrophe 
which had made an orphan of the dear little crea- 
ture, I remained silent for several moments, when 
she asked me if she would see papa and mamma 
any more. I expressed to her my fears that she 
would not. Without undertaking to explain to her 
little mind the cause of the dreadful calamity which 
had happened to her papa and mamma, I told her 
that I would be a good papa to her, and that I would 
love and take care of her. The dear little creature 
evinced a clearness of mind unusual in one so young. 
She rhay have been as much as four years old. She 
had cried until the fountain of her tears had dried 
up. She soon became perfectly reconciled to her 
situation, and by degrees ceased to speak of papa 
and mamma. From all I could gather from her, I 
became satisfied that New Madrid was the scene 
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ot' her niiafortuoeBf tbc reAuH of the gre^ earth- 
quake. 

" I took little Mary to mj hut She doon leitrned 
to love me. As she grew up I sought to ^nuise 
aud iuterest her little mind in every w^ possible. 
The wild-woodSf with its beautiful flowers, aud many 
ohangiug scenes, afforded a wide field for ifxe plei^ 
ujres of h#r childhood. I tai^ght her to r^ .aad 
write. She acquired all the knowledge I w^ c^ypva- 
.ble of imparting. She was mppt fond of h^ little 
Bible, which she b^ read through and through 
imore tiban a half dosen times* She lea]:ned to 
mark the Sabbath days, and to keep them mo^re 
tholj than other days. Her sanctuary was in th^ 
deep shades of the glen, and her pew the ^ee|i 
sward, guarded by the halo of her own pure 
thoughts* Joyous and happy in her own Eden, she 
knew Bothii^ of guile, and »ot a stran of one of 
her golden ringlets had been touched with evil. 
She lived in the pure atmo^iJxere of h^r own, spvil, 
rt^topered by the teachings of the Vir^n Mary; 
born to love, her loving nature went in search of 
tSometUi^ to love. On the lake she was most fond 
. to d w^ll ; communing with and c^ressuag her little 
finny compapions, she taught them a language of 
her own. ' Oh ! she was so happy.' The light and 
life of my old days, it was the resume pf my 
younger a^ happy days. 

- "Prom the day that the hwdsome youQg hunter 

appeared to her upon the. lake, from fhe hour w^hen 

i they pa>ted under the shadows of the bluff by the 

spring, she ^epied to Jive, wd hrenthe a difljer^nt 
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atmosphere; all that she had once loved and cher- 
ished became oblivious. She went no more to com- 
mune with and caress her little lake companions. 
She seemed awakened to a new and foreign life — 
love's imagination had possessed her very soul. 
'Twas like our first mother, when the scales fell 
from her eyes and she beheld the first man Adam. 
The first evil had touched her and entered her pure 
soul, and made it flesh fleshy. The angel of the 
Lord came in the night time before she had changed 
her paradise on earth and rescued her pure, sinless 
soul and transported it to the paradise in heaven, by 
the side of the Virgin Mary. The White Lily was 
dead! dead! dead! the morning of the day she was 
to have joined her Adam on earth. As she lay 
upon her humble little couch the morning which to 
her was to be the brightest on sinful earth, when 
the first ray came over the blufi^, reflecting its light 
upon her sweet face, her bright blue eyes had lost 
their glory — the angelic smile yet lingering upon 
her bright countenance pointed as an index-finger 
to a more glorious realm on high, to which her soul 
had taken its flight. 'Twere better so, or ''twere 
better far, that her little lake companions were alone 
left to moan her absence from the bright waters of 
the * Lake of the Lilies.' 

"Of myself I write, that I was born in France, on 
the fourth day of April, 1737. I was christened, in 
the holy Catholic faith, Pierre Saint Martin Nichol. 
My father was of honorable birth; becoming bank- 
rupt by investing largely in John Law's Mississippi 
bubble, I was taken from school when in my seven- 
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tecnth year. Of ardent and restless temperament, 
I joined an expedition fitting out for Canada, and 
will have lived in America on to-morrow — to-mor- 
row! The light of my life has gone; my soul 
followeth to-morrow." 



y 
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CHAPTER XL 

If ay wood County — Colonel Richard Nixon^ the Pioneer 
Settler-^N. T, Perkins-^Hiram Bradford— The Taylor 
Family — Major Wiiliam E. Hess — His Appearance be- 
fore the CourUy Court — The Moody Excitement 

Haywood — named for one of North Carolina's hon- 
ored and trusted sons, Judge John Haywood — ^was 
erected into a county in the year 1821/ One of the 
second tier of counties from the Mississippi river, 
lying hetween the waters of the Big Hatchie and 
Forked Deer rivers, it embraces within its limits a 
larger area of rich and arable territory than any 
other county in "West Tennessee. The early immi- 
grant settlers to it, were men of character and wealth, 
who shaped and modeled its institutions, and gave 
tone to society. 

Among them were Col. Richard Nixon, L. Mc- 
Quire, Nicholas T, Perkins, the Sanders, Taylors, 
Bradfords, Bonds, Estes, and many others, whose 
brave hearts and inflexible will sustain them in the 
perils and hardships of pioneer life, and who stand 
as among the noble fathers of the land. 

The first court was organized and held at the 
house of Colonel Richard Nixon, on the eighth of 
March, 1824, by Richard Nixon, Laurence McGuire, 
Nicholas T. Perkins, Jonathan T. Jacobs, William 
Dodd, Britton H. Saunders, David Jeffries and 
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Blackman Coleman, Ricard Nixon being elected 
Chairman. The following officers were then elected : 
Britton H. Saunders, Clerk; John G. Cam there, 
Sheriff; Richard W. Nixon, Trustee; William Dood, 
Ranger; Reuben Alphirt, Constable. 

The following named gentlemen composed the 
venire from which the first grand and petit juries 
were formed: Richard Nixon, Edward Howard, 
Charles Howard, William H. Henderson, Alfred 
Kenedy, John Mc White, Jonathan Nixon, Thomas 
G, Nixon, Lewis Welerb^, Juliu» Saunders, John 
Johnson, John R. McGuire, John Jones, Nathan 
Bridgeman, S. W. Farmer, Hardy Blactcwell, Wyatt 
Twity, Willie Patrick, R, W, Nixon, William H. 
Dyer, H, A. Powell, James York and Thomas 
Ghent 

The fijst order of the court was to the Sheriff, 
requiring that he collect the sum of six and three- 
fourth cents per every one hundred acres of land in 
the county, ^» a "fund to pay the talli^m^p and 
jurors one dollar a day." 

The first Circuit Court was held on the fourteenth 
day of June, 1824, at the house of Colonel Richard 
Nixon; Jo$hua Haskell, Judge, and Blackipan. 
Coleman, Clerk, The first settle?' in Haywood, was 

COL, KIOHABJ» NIXON, 

who blazed out his course and cut his own road 
from the settled vicinity of Jacksqu, to where he 
pitcl^ed his tent, pn the creek which took his name 
(Nixou's creek), three mile^ east of Brownsyill^, 
The red men of the woods were encamped on the 
same creek— 7tl|§ mb^^ Chicka8aw^ — with whom he 
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c^HivAted kindlj relatioiiSi and fbr caauy weeks 
sk£M*ed with them the hoapitalitied of their camp. 

The first civil courts of the couaty were orgau- 
ized and held in his hooj^e, as siiBO^ the first religious 
nfttteting wh^rt prayer waa made. As the county 
begsm to settle up, the hardy pioneer boys and girls 
wouM meet at his hou^ae and enjoy the old time 
dAuce. He was at the birth and namix^ of the 
county site, actiug as, one of the oommisaioners in 
laying off the town (Brownsville). 

A member of the Magisfrate Court*from its incep- 
tion, he was i^boses^ aa its eh^rmaui which position 
he P0tftiaed until his death in 1831. A novel case 
arising in the early courts of Haywood, involving a 
question of title to some land or free-hold, governed 
by the laws fmA adjudicaiions of the courts of Ko^lli 
Carolina^ requiring a certain law book, which was 
not t^ be had or found in the law libraries of Ten- 
naasee, he mouuted a courier on heyae-back and 
Q&ati him pos*-ha»te all the way to Raleigh, M". C, 
for the law book, and had it produced on trial of 
the case at its next term. 

His laat mingling among his li^low^itieens of 
Haywood, was as President of a Fourth of July cele- 
bnvtiott M Brpvmaville, a S&w montiis belbie his 
death, cm which oocanioft tlie fbUowing volunteer 
toast vaa ejferad by a eotempovary settler, Mr. H. 
Baraiaoa, and drank with inats off: ^^To Colonel 
mcfaapd Nixon, President of the day. The iiasT 

* SBTTLER, AND MOST PROMINENT CITIZEN." Colouol 

Nixion was born in Nortib OiM*oUiia in the year 1769. 
He i?ef>rQa0fii;ed tbt pwple of hm m^y% county, 
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New Hanover, with distiDgoisfaed honor for many 
years. Noted for his genial ho^itality, kind and 
generons heart as a nmghhor, his name will ever be 
kindly remembered by all who knew him. 

While it is not the purpose of the writer of the«e 
semi-historic reminiscences to become the biogrs^ 
pher of all the old and worthy pioneer settlers in 
the Big Hatchie country, he cannot, without a 
breach of courtesy due the "old folks,** whose lon^ 
and eventfiil lives have come down to the more 
modem days, leave unnoticed the name of 

BSQUIRB NICHOLAS T. NSBKINS, 

who, with a small colony of his name and kindred, 
immigrated from East to Middle Tennessee at 
an early day, and as soon as the way was 
opened up to the out-skirts c^ civilieation, pressed 
on and settled in Haywood in Hie year 1828. In 
1824 we find him one of the first acting magistrates, 
and one of the commissioners to lay off and estab- 
lish the ate for the seat of justice for the county, 
which he, in conjunction with the other commis- 
sioners, named Brownsville, in honor, it may be 
vanity to presume, of one of libe North Carolina 
Browns. 

In March, 1826, he acted as a eommissioner witii 
L, McGuire, Charles White, William H. Henderson 
and Thomas G. Nixon, under appointment from the 
Worshipfril Court of Pkas and <^uarter Sessions, as 
it was then called, selling at public sale the lots in 
Brownsville. ^ 

'Squire Perkins was bom in Nox county, Tenn., A. 
D. 1798, amd «ed in Brownsville in 1872, hsving 
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lived six years beyond &e pcfriod allotted to Hmn, 
and witfiin a few montiis of a half century in Hay- 
wood. Most exemplary in the moral, and without 
spot or blemish in the social, always faithful in trust 
for himself, he became the executor, administrator 
and guardian of more of the widows' add orphans' 
property and estates, than any man in the county, 
which attested the taruth of the saying, that " he who 
managed his own affitirs well, could be trusted to 
tiie fiduciary management of others." He enjoyed, 
to tiie last day of his long and useful life, the confi- 
dence of everyone, never betraying a trust. He dis- 
charged the various duties devolved upon him with 
marked business tact and capacity, an.d sterling 
integrity and fidelity. He died as he had lived — 
highly esteemed, respected and venerated. 

Brownsville "was without form, and void" until 
the opening of spring, in the year of our Lord one 
tiiousand eight hundred and twenty-five. " Goods, 
wares and merchandjise " had been sold in Jackson 
from the establishing of the town, which was done 
in 1822 — ^the town lots having been sold in August 
of that year. Brownsville was the next oldest 
county tojvn, and had the honor of having the first 
store between the latter place and the Mississippi 
where a yard of tape or a paper of pins could be 
had, and 

HIRAM BRAbFOBB 

was the first store-keeper. He was long the leading 
merchant of the place and business man of the 
county. His long and eventful career is worthy, 
not only of a page in the early history and settle- 
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mettt 6f Bwimef^ltej hnttft im^toCMfti by nlY begtn^ 

nera in hewing out the rmlgit ai»i d^Sieiilt patl^ 
#ay c^ lilts, wb^a gelf-reliaace! i9 Ibe only atiistamiiig 
element. In higr yout^, ha bad made it his aim and 
dbjeol m Kflb to beoosie mh, and to \sxkvB nHaalJB^eir 
of ^fil and hardships it might eoot Mm in ita ad&om^ 
plishment He got bis fin^ «<art by trading in 
horses tod mtiles^ taUng t^m* tm the otd settled 
part of Lomsiana, &f ongh tbe msny mile^ of wiU 
Indian tetfitory, and often^ vetcofmiig borne to bis 
father*!^ hocise on the Ontnbi^lsHid, in Ste^rart eoun* 
ty, on foot, wh^ he wonld not sm- a ip^te monli 
face fvmn. the settlement at IN'atche^ ontil he ireacbed 
Tennessee. In his Areq«nt trips to Looisia&ay ha 
had examined the country, then in tibe cradle of ijbi 
wilderness, from the Big Hatehie to tibe Yasoo^cnb- 
tivated friendly tetercourse with the Indiane, and 
** talked injnn '' ecfffal to a €hick»«aw or Choetaw*. 
Reaching the age when it becomes man's doty t© 
•*pare off" and assnme the responsibilities of a good 
citizen, he married and resolved to fix his residence 
among the Tnnica bills of Lonisi^ma, where he had 
seen cotton growing. He went to work, in part wiA 
his own hands, and built him a flailbeat, againsit the 
earnest protestations cf( his taaHtiW and neigM)«n; 
Getting his boat ready by Ml, he loaded it with 
corn, leaving room for his young family and kotHMi- 
hold. So much opposed was his father and family, 
including his two negro men, to bis moving to 
Louisiana, which was regarded as a sickly countty, 
and to thwart bis going, in tlie dead of night, before 
the moi^ning .fixed for his leaving, his flatboait was 
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soutttod by the ne^oes ^id sunk in iht wfrters of 
the Cumberland. 

He roae eaf ly the s^xt mor niog and repaired to the 
seene of Im diBComfiture. The people ^ Dover, a 
little town on- the Cumberland where his fiather 
resided, gathered to the riveir bank. The boat wag 
yet &^ to the bank,, and abo^t one-half of the front 
part of it out of the water. Hiram palled off his 
coat and with his two megro men went to work, 
throwing out the corn, which was in the after^part 
of the boat Soon she b^an to rise, when he, with 
a face beaming with delighted hope, ran up on the 
haok, jumping high up and slapping his heek to^ 
gether, cried out: "Hurrah for Louisiana!" His 
friends, taking inspiration from his ardent and 
undaunted spirit, though loth to see him go, fell to 
with him, and by noon had the boat afloat and ready 
for loading up again. Filling it again with corn, 
and putting abosu^d his young wife and one child, 
with such comforts as would be needed on the trip, 
he, with his two negro men, cut loose the moorings 
and fljoated out from Dover in the fall of 1817* 
Meeting with no difficulty on the voyage, he floated 
down the Mississippi, landing at Bayou Sara, meet- 
ing wida. the first steamboat he had ever seen on the 
way. 

With his two negro men, he labored in the cotton* 

Mdy succeeding well in raising cotton. The hot 

ann and long summers of Louisiana, together with 

the unhealthy state of the country, (tetermined him 

to n^ve back to Tennessee. Familiar with the rich 

^giA lands west of the Tennessee river, he resolved 
11 
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on fixing Wfl fature plftee of abode in Haywood. 
Learning the day fixed- for the sale of the lots in 
Brownsville, he gadiered together his accamnlations, 
with which, and his cotton crop of ten bales of that 
season, he went to New Orleans and bought him a 
stock of goods, ordering his femily to be ready on 
the bank of the river for the boat as she came np; 

Shipping his goods on the steamboat , and 

taking his fifUBily aboard as she passed up, he landed 
at Fnlton in the latter part of February, 1826. His 
aim was to attend the sale of the lots at Browns- 
ville. Procuring a couple of horses at Fulton, he 
mounted one of them, taking one child before him 
and another behind him. His wife rode tiie other, 
with the third child behind her. He started off for 
the lot sale, making his way as best he could along 
Indian trails, until he reached the neighborhood of 
Brownsville, stopping at Reuben Alfin's. He was 
among the first on the ground, when the sale of lotai 
b^fan, and bid off the first lot. No. 1, situated on 
the corner of the Public Square and East Main 
street, south side. Having his two men with him, 
he put tiiem to work the next day upon a large 
oak tree that stood near the corner, which he had 
split into slabs, twelve by fourteen feet long, and 
built the first store-house erected in Brownsville. 
It was built over the stump of the tree that fur- 
nished the material for its construction. The Major, 
leaving his ftimily with Reuben Alfin, returned to 
Fulton, and, by the time his new store-house was 
covered in and floored with puncheons, he had hia 
boxes of goods ready cm the ground to be opened. 
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Dmriag tbut year he erected a saw-pit on the same 
lot, aiid had sawed out by hand lumber with which 
be built the first hotel in the town, adjoining his 
8jtore-hou&e, which, for size and respectability, wxia 
not equaled by any house of public entertainment 
in the district. It was continued as the finest and 
best hotel in Brownsville until within a few years 
past, when it had to give way for the more modern 
improvement in brick and mortar. In front of his 
hotel, he set out the first shade tree on the Public 
Square, which also fell a victim to the progress of 
the age, to make room for a shelter of dry boards, 
the stump of which still clings to mother earth, to 
remind the passer-by of the hand that put it there^ 
where for fojty-six years it bloomed and blossomed 
(it was the flowering locust) over the front windows 
of the hotel, under which the gay young men of the 
town stood and coursed loving talk to the beautiful 
young women, daughters and sisters of the proprie- 
tors, long, long ago, through the raised windows and 
flowing curtains. 

Few men lived so long and blameless a life as 
Hiram Bradford, enjoying the fruits of a well-earned 
fottVLue and an honorable name, aU of which he left 
as a nol^le heritage to his surviving children. 

THB TAYLOR FAMILY. 

Five brothertt of them, Richard, Howell, John Y., 
£diuond, and Buck, with the old patriarch, their 
fEither, migrated from Virginia in the year 1827-8» 
»nd made pernmnent settlements in Haywood. 

Men of parts and large property, zealous in the 
•drocaoy and vindioation of law luid order, noted 
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for their patriotic zeal and Chri&tian Tirtaee, none 
contributed more in the forming of sonnd morals 
and the general well being of society. Their lives 
were a noble example to posterity, illustrative of the 
passion that animates man in the character of a good 
citizen. The writer regrets his inability, for lack 
of sufficient data, to give such a personal sketch of 
the several members of the family as their long and 
useful lives so justly merit; as also, of many others 
of the old and first settlers whose namens are worthy 
to be mentioned in these pa^^es. 

The first physicians who settled in B«>wnBviUe 
were William C. Bruce, Dorthel, Penn, Dillard, 
Johnson and Barby. 

ALLBN J. BARBT'S 

name as physician, citizen and bene€ftctor standB 
alone in Haywood. One of nature's noblemen, he 
stands to-day without a living peer among his ^rly 
professional associates. The writer, for lack of the 
necessary data, is unable to give such a persoBftl 
sketch of Dr. Barby as his long and useful life justly 
merits. Few men, whether in the pr<^fessional or 
private walks of life, have enjc^ed fine unifiH^m con*, 
fidence and esteem of his follow^maii Mere 4lmn 
Doctor Allen J. Barby. 

DAVID M€LS0I>, 

the pioneer tailor of Brownsville, i« y^ ftttiong 
the living. Before the town bad a cotfyerate exist- 
ence, he worked at his trade in a shop built of logs^ 
To afford the necessary light to kii taileir's bench, a 
side-log was sawed out The old twlor, though 
bent a little with the weight -of many y^mf^ tafees 
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pride in pointing out where the big stump stood 
upon which he used to build a fire to heat his 
" goose," with which he pressed off the fii'st suit of 
clothes he made, for Colonel Nixon, from cloth 
bought out of Hiram Bradford's " rail-pen store/' 

DANIEL CHERRY, 

witfi other owners of land grants west of the Ten- 
nessee river, had a drawihg for choice of locations. 
Mr. Cherry drew the fii^t and second choice, and as 
early, perhaps, as 1821, visited West Tennessee, 
locating his first choice where he afterward settled, 
on the Forked Deer river, and his second choice at 
/'Poplar Corner." It was not, perhaps, until 1823 
that Mr. Cherry fixed his permanent residence on 
the south fork of the Forked Deer river, where he 
early made his mark as a man of enterprise and 
thrift His first aim in opening up the country, 
was to provide well the "staff of life." His choice 
of lands were unsurpassed in fertility, and particu- 
larly adapted to the culture of corn. He soon 
became noted as the best corn grower in the dis- 
trict. Corn and meat he always had to sell. The 
writer, in looking over the files of the Jackson 
Ghtzette (a uewspap^ published in Jackson by 
Colonel D. C, McLean)/ finds afa advertisement of 
Mr. Cherry '8, whidi, with his teeming fields of corn, 
«hoW8 the fittnew of the land. The advertisement 
reads thus : 

" BACON. 

"I have about 16,000 pounds of bacon and 1000 
pounds <rf lard for sale at Harrisburg, in Haywood 
county. Dahiel ChbirIiy. 

"April 23d, 1826." 
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In another place in the same paper he advertised 
several thousand bushels of corn for sale. He 
showed great enterprise in the building of a mill 
on the Forked Deer, bj 'w^hich the surrounding set- 
tleihents were supplied mth good meal. Selecting 
his mill-site on a slough at the edge of the high 
land where he had fixed his residence, be built a 
Inroad levee across the bottom above the overflow, 
upon which the public could travel at all seasons of 
the year. To afford ample water for his mill, he 
contracted the width and consequent flow of the 
waters of the Forked Deer, causing an increased 
flow into his mill-pond. 

By his probity and practical good sense he grew 
rich, and reared a large family of sons and daugh- 
ters, many of whom, with their sons and daughters, 
live to adorn the society of West Tennessee, 

Mr. Cherry was a native of North CaraHna. He 
lived a long and useful life. His memory will be 
venerated as long as the place (Cherry ville) which 
bears his name shall be known through future 
generations. 

THE FIRST EXBCUTIOJfT. 

The first execution issued agmnst personal pro- 
perty, and put in the hands of the Sheriff^ Reobeii 
Alfin, acting deputy was levied upon a male of the 
cow kind, a large red bull, belonging to the defend- 
dant in execution. The acting deputy felt kindly 
toward the defendant, and had made it his special 
business to make it known to all the people of 
the country the day on which the noble animal 
would be sold, and had spoken much of the pro- 
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petty in exeeirtion, of his blood and pedigree, for 
he was of the best stock of cattle from Middle 
Tennessee. His owner had taken great pains in 
his raising, and handled him easy. The kind- 
hearted deputy had practiced with him some, in 
order that he might handle him to advantage on 
the dapy of sale. The day, according to the notices 
pasted np through the country, came around, and 
the bull was brought to town and tied to a large 
stump in liie Public Square, with many feet of rope, 
to allow him the use of himself as well as to graze 
around. It was summer, and not uncommon in 
those days for the grass to grow on the square, or in 
the streets. 

As the hour for the sale approached, the people 
from many parts of the country began to pour in, 
and gather around the bull, to examine and take a 
look before the sale commenced. He was a monster 
bull, a dark mahogany-i»ed, without spot or blemish, 
fat and sleek — a prize to a modern butcher. The 
time arrived for the sale to begin; the good-hearted 
deputy mounted the stump, to which the property 
in execution was tied, and made proclamation of the 
terms of the sale, etc., and called for bids. Many 
cattle-raiffers were there, and soon an active compe- 
tition among the bidders sprung up. The good- 
hearted deputy sheriff kept up a lively crying of the 
bids, now and then pausing to expatiate on the fine 
qualities and immense value of the noble animal. 
In the meamtime, tiie town folks gathered on the 
square and around the bull. Curiosity and interest 
on the part of the numerous bidders caused the 
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crowd to press va cloaa apii iO'oapd tb^ boll, tlii;^^ 
pushing him out to the extent allowed by the rqpe — 
some thirty or more feet from the stump to which 
he was tied. Comprehending nothing of the gath- 
ering and excited interest aroip&d him, the bull 
began to grow restive, ib^Jdng his great head and 
tearing up the ground* He w^ regarded ^ per- 
fectly gentle and docile, however, wd his be<K>min^ 
excited and animated oo^y iiicrea#ed the Interest of 
the surrounding by-standera. In the meantime the 
bidding increfised in interest a»d rivalry, and was 
goioig on bravely, when ft laborii^ man C9xm out 
of a well that he was digging ne$tr, and^ attrs^^ted by 
the crowd on the square, he pressed in to get a sight 
of the object of so much interest Tlste bull by tiiis 
time had become infuriated. The veU-digger con- 
tinued to press through the crowd until he got 
within a few paces of him, ftfl thou^ he proposed 
" taking the bull by the horns!" No aocqier did th^ 
infuriated animal get ft si^t of his red flannel shirt 
than he made a rush upon him. The man in the 
red flannel turned and made his best run to keep 
out of his way, taking his course eirding around the 
stump, and for the ipost port <Hi the outside of the 
bidders and by-standers. In the bull's run the rope 
slacked up, taking the crowd along about the knees. 
The bull had performed the circle, leveling every 
one to the ground who stood within it. The situa^ 
tion was becoming painfully terrific. The man with 
the red shirt kept on the outride, beyond tii^e react 
of the mad bull. The kind-hearted deputy, to re. 
lieve the situation immediately around him, pulled 
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out his kdtfe aiwl en% the rc^, freeing the bull, when 
he broke fol* the red shirt. Away they went amid 
the excited shouts of the crowd, across the square, 
the bull gaining on him every jump, until the well- 
digger reached his well, only savitig . himself by 
swinging on to the well-rope and letting himself 
down out of sight The bull, finding himself at 
liberty to go his way, broke for home. The injury 
and damage around the stump was purely inci- 
dental, lacking in malice, and the bull was freely 
forgiven. 

The last and highest bidder was not remem- 
bered by the deputy sheriff. The day for return- 
ing the execution was close at hand, and how to 
make his return upon it was a puzzle. 

Sad Vol. Sevier been a readent of the town at 
that day, it would have been said that he had had 
something to do with the well-digger's coming out 
of his well with a red flannel shirt on. 

Prominent among the lawyers who early settled 
in Brownsville, was 

MAJ. WM. R. HESS, 

ingenuous and amiable in aspect, square in build 
and medium in stature ; his hair, for lack of a bar- 
ber, usually fell low upon his broad shoulders. In 
dress he was careless, sometimes to slovenliness. A 
good dinner and full bottle pleased him much. He 
had wit, learning and elocution, sprightly in debate, 
with all the dignity of a professional man, yet he 
was modest and retiring. Admitted to the bar when 
quite young, he soon took a high position, and gave 
promise of a brilliant future. Few men, in so brief 
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a career, attained to a higher degree of emioenee, 
or held within his grasp a power <rf mind that would 
have insured the full measure of a laudable ambition. 
His genius and learning, however, were counterbal- 
anced by indolence and a too greart fondness for 
personal ease and self-gratification. The public 
weal concerned him little, refusing on several occa-. 
sions to accept positions, requiring him to mix with 
the vox populi; yet he was good company, and en- 
joyed the social of a small circle, and a good joke# 
not unfrequently perpetrating one himself. 

It is remembered of him, that on one occasion 
he appeared before the Magistrate's Court — ihe' 
Court of Pleas and Quarter Sessions — one winter 
day. He had just risen from a good dinner and au 
empty bottle, and remembering that he had a motion 
to make before the Court adjourned, he strode to- 
ward the Court-house. Losing nothing of his 
accustomed dignity of manner, with measured steps 
he walked into the court-room. Unbuttoning his 
old green blanket overcoat, throwing back the 
heavy colar, and thrusting his left thumb in the 
arm-hole of his vest, he presented himself to the 
Court, announcing his wish to make a motion. The 
Court, being engaged in some matter then before it, 
paid no attention to him. He announced again that 
he wanted to make a motion, yet the Court heard 
him not. Patiently he stood, the personification of 
the great Webster in the United States Senate. 
Raising his clear, ringing voice, he repeated, for the 
third time — 

^'May it pUmae this most Worshipful Court, I 
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have a motion to make. Will you please hear ? " 

Still &o recognition. Putting on his hat, he 
turned upon his heel and walked out of the court- 
room^ with the same steady step that he came in. 
Passing out to a pile of brickbats that lay in ih» 
eourt-yardy he filled the great pockets of his over- 
eoat, and retraced his steps to the court-room, with 
a brick in each hand, as well as one in his hat, and 
again presented himself before the Court 

"Now, Mr. Chairman," he said, "I will make a 
motion that will engage the attention of this Court." 

Suiting his action to his words, he let fly at the 
Chairman's head. He dodged and fell under the 
Judge's bench, the brick shattering the window- 
glass behind him. The Major let fly another, and 
Miother, at the associate members of the Court, un- 
til his pockets w^ere emptied. In the meantime, the 
"Mr. Chairman," who lisped badly, was all the 
while crying out to his associates : 

" Lah loh, boy th, lah loh, all on you ! He'll hit 
thom on you, if you don't lah loh." 

The Major, after exhausting his ammunition, re- 
tired in good order, but the Court, apprehending 
his return with another pocket full of bats, ordered 
the Sherift'to adjourn Coult, and they left the bench 
enjoying the last "motion." 

" The Moody Case," occurring several years later, 
in which the Major figured, was the last case of any 
note in which he was connected. The case is mem- 
orable for the interest and excitement it produced in 
the county. It occurred in the days that Murrell 
and his clansmen figured, and Moody was regarded 
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as one of the cImei. As now r^membered^ it was a 
prima facie ease^ under the law^ of iwgro ste&sUng. A 
Begro man, belonging to a hi^ly respeetable and 
worthy citizen of the county, Egbert Sh6plim4,£sq«^ 
wae missing from his matter's prem&Bes. Whetbier 
decoyed oif or ^' run away,'' was a qae0ti<m 43ooa 
solved in the minds of the peojde, by the negro^ 
being caught in a watermelon patch somewhere be* 
tween where his owner lived and the Mi^issippi 
river, and Moody, who had been ^ spotted," found 
upon the premises. The negro was brought back^ 
and lodged in jail for safe-keeping, until the sup- 
posed negro stealer could be apprehended. Lan« 
guage is tame to say die county smd town was in a 
blase of excitement The popular mind was iq 
fever heat previous to the occurrence of this case. 
IN^egro stealing was becoming common, and the in- 
stitution was becoming menaced and threatened in 
divers ways ; so it was not long befcM^ Moody was 
brought for trial. The gathering on the Public 
Square that day was large, and the excitement and 
indignation surpassed anything that occurred before 
or «ince. The old and best men of the county were 
there ready to participate in anything that was nec- 
essary to be done, whether to bang the offe nder, or 
to keep him Irom being hung, without judge or 
jury. But, alas ! for the offended law, proof of tiie 
right sort was lacking. N^ro proof was not legal, 
and it was the only kind of testimony in proof of 
his guilt that could be oftered. Yet in the minds 
and consciences of every one he was guilty. He 
plead not guilty, however — stood up with a bold 
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acid defiant mien, and challenged proctf before the 
men of the law of the land and €k)d ! He vowed 
tfeat he neither knew the negro by sight, nor did 
tiie negro know him. 

It wafl arranged t6 ptrt his avowed Innocence to 
the test The populace formed a mig^ in the mid- 
dle of which a number of men known to be stran- 
gers to the negro, together with Moody, was lefk 
standMag. The negro was brought out of jail, and 
ttrrned loose, and told to go in the crowd and find 
the white man who had decoyed him away from his 
master^s premises. He passed in throuj^ the outer 
circle, and up to where Moody, with a do^en men, 
were standing, and, to the amazed astonishment of 
tti« would-be innocent accused, laid his black hand 
Hpon his shoulder and aainounced him to be the man. 
A scene ensued that beggars description. 

Moody winced and wilted, while the populace 
with one voice announced him guilty. He was then 
taken in the court-room, and before the committing 
magistrates, the owner of the negro having made 
affidavit, and of necessity was the prosecutor. Maj* 
Hess had engaged to defend him. The court-room 
was jammed with the intensely excited and indignant 
citizens. In the meantime many of the old and 
young heads were in council on the other side. 
Negro testimony not being admissible under the 
law, and no othei tangible proof at hand or likely 
to be found, the wise heads concluded that a trial 
before the courts would result in a failure, if not a 
farce, and resolved, upon his being discharged by 
the magistrates, to take the case in their own bands. 
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Upon the resolutioii being taken they proceeded to 
the court-room and awaited the action of the magi^* 
tratea, who, upon their beit^ no proof w witnesses 
produced, dismissed the suit against the ofieihden The 
court-room filled to overflowing — every man a wit- 
ness in his own heart and conscience of the gnilt of 
the prisoner. To see him discharged, to go hence 
without day, was grievously vexing. Just th^i a 
dozen or more of the leading bold spirits of the day 
rushed in with pistols in hand, leaping the outer 
railing, seized the culprit, and took him in their 
hands. The gallant Major, who had stood in his 
defense under the law, and who, by nature and in- 
stinct, was averse to the use of deadly weapons, 
gather^ up his law books and announced to the 
new regime that he did not practice in theijr 
court. 

The " case" was then opened upon a new hearing. 
The people threw themselves into a committee of 
the whole, upon their original sovereign rights, and 
drew from among themselves a panel of twenty-five 
jurors, before whom Moody was arraigned and put 
upon his trial. Sundry speeches and barrangues 
were made, inflammable and conservative. The 
drift of conscience sentiment was inflexibly that 
Moody was the veritable man, and a full verdict of 
"guilty" was rendered by the twenty-five citizen 
jurors. Failing to fix the penalty for so grave an 
ottence, and being for the most part in fiivor of 
hanging, they recommended that anotlier jury be 
drawn, composed of twelve of the most conserva- 
tive and discreet citizens, who should fix the j>en- 
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alty, which was done, and constituted a part of the 
original proceedings. 

According to the finding of the jury of his peers, 
the jury of twelve pronounced sentence according 
to the North Carolina laws; " that he he taken out 
and receive a given number of lashes upon his bare 
back, and be branded upon his left cheek with the 
letter * R,' and required to put the Mississippi river 
or some other State line between himself and the 
State of Tennessee, within the twenty-four hours 
next ensuing." The sentence was fully executed, 
and Moody went according to the requirements of 
the people, acting in their sovereign capacity, and 
the ''Moody Case" became history. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

The First Steamboat — The Denizens of Haywood Gather 
on the Bank of the Big Hatchie to see it — Valentine 
Sevier f the Wit and Humorist of Brownsville — Cox, the 
Postmaster — Old Herring Bones — The Young Horse- 
Trader, 

" Old times" in Haywood is memorable for many 
amusing incidents, anecdotes and "good thiags.^' 
Among the most amusing^ and yet remembered 
with a lively interest, occurred on the appearance of 
the first steamboat that came up the Big Hatchie. 
Her coming was heralded over the county several 
days in advance, and the day she would be at the 
Brownsville landing named. All the men, women 
and children that could muster a horse or a go-cart 
(and many walked), turned out "to a man." A big 
circus or a general muster never drew a larger assem- 
blage of people than was assembled on the banks of 
the Big Hatchie on that memorable day to see the 
first steamboat. 

From Brownsville they had gone in procession 
order, with banners flying, led by the orator of the 
day. Major Hess, who had been chosen to welcome 
the Captain and his steamer, the Red Rover, in an 
appropriate speech. The day was propitious, and 
everybody that could go was there and in waiting. 
Every ^.vailable twig, limb, sappling or stake, from 
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tbe riyer bank for many yards back, was put in 
requisition to hitch and fasten the horses to. 

For miles below the '*puff " of the boat was heard. 
With steam up to the highest gauge, and every 
pound turned on, she came up '* booming.'* 

Along the river bank, on the bluff, and every 
*vailiJ>le place for getting a sight, was crowded; 
maay, for want of standing room, and to get a bet- 
ter view^, got up into tbe trees. As the boat n^ired 
ft« landing, the press and anxie^ to see — to get the 
first sight — ^bec^me intense. Amid shouts and yelk 
she hove in sight, turning the bend below with the 
last inch of steam turned in her cylinder, driving 
her keel through the swift waters of the Big Hatchie, 
to the amazing delight of the hundreds of anxious, 
throbbing hearts that stood upon the bank. 

The dexterous pilot, judging well the place of 
landing as indicated by where the largest crowd 
was standing, with flying banners brought her to 
in a blaze of glory amid shouts of welcome. Run- 
ning out her head and spring lines she was made 
fast. The populace pressed in close to get a better 
sight, as well as to hear the speech of welcome. Just 
then the engineer raised his valves and let off steam, 
and the scene that ensued beggars all description. 
Men ,~ women and childron broke as for dear life, 
some shrieking and screaming amid the deafening 
noise of the blowing-otf sham, which had reached 
its culminating point in the boilers. The frightened 
horses had broken loose, where they could, and were 
tearing belter skelter through the woods and up the 
roady and those that could not break loose were 
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rearing:, pitching and dancing afoond the tpeee attd 
places that held them. Everything looked as tho«^ 
the devil had broke out of his hameee. Ma&j were 
80 badly frightened that they did not stop rurmiag 
or look back until they were out of breath, and the 
frightened horses never stopped until they got home. 

The imagination of the reader nmy run riot, in 
picturing himself such a scene as is here attempted 
to be described, which occurred in real life forty- 
five years ago. Not one in thirty of those who 
were there that day ever saw a steamboat, or knew 
anything about them save through scraps in tiie 
newspapers describing the horrible "blowing %p" 
and destruction of life. It may be ^id tlmt tfc€ 
"let-oiF steam" of the boats in those days was in- 
comparably louder than now, and was as frighteniBg 
then as a ''blow up" would be now. 

The reception proceedings were broken up for tiuit 
day. The Captain and his officers were tendered % 
dinner at Brownsville the next day, where the Oafh 
tain was welcomed and toasted. A cotemporaiy 
of "old times" promised to furnish a copy of M^or 
Hess' eloquent speech on that occasion, which is yet 
preserved. It is to be regretted that it could not 
be obtained, together with the proceedings of thai 
memorable day, and find a place in these pages. 

Life, when viewed through tiie dim viata oS by- 
gone days with attending incidents, often appear»ai 
a curious piece of fiction wrought from a feverish, 
dreamy brain. The boys who walked four or six 
miles (survivors of that vast gathering) to see the 
first steamboat, whose quick and elastic step is new 
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IxMiebed by gout ov stiiFeued by the long Nvalk of 
tiiae, yet rotam a lively recollection of the amusing 
incidents and scenes of thstt day, while little hillocks 
and white stones mark what remains of the middle- 
aged and old, save the fond memories of aifection 
ahd love. 

Valentine Sevier, a wit, hnmoriflt and practical 
joker of no mean order, yet lives in the memories 
(rf "old tim^ in Brownsville." A decendant of 
the oki stock of Seviers, who began life in Tennes- 
see when it was " the State of Franklin, he inhere 
ited his full share of the genias of his forefathers, 
with the wit of his mother. Brave and genei^ous, 
life with Vol was ev^r in the merry sunshine. 

The town was never out of a joke — ^a fresh one 
fiMT every day when times were dull — during his 
residence in it ; the old and young came in for a 
measure of his wit His manner, so frank and can- 
did, yet grave and intensely pious when need be, 
that the victim of his jokes of yesterday, would fell 
into his trap set for him the next day. An old and 
respected citizen was F. S. Cox, long the postmaster 
at Brownsville. Cox had his personality, border- 
ing on excentricities. Kind-hearted and generously 
Btibmissive to wlmtever of fun that grew out of a 
j<^ practiced upon him, he not unfirequently ccwt- 
o^ed himself the real personage of a witty pun, or 
beeoiQie seriously affected in imagination, by an inno- 
cent and harmless incident. So nnsnspecting was 
his generous nature, that he often became a victim 
to 'yoPfl jokes. Among the many amusing jokes 
perpretrated upon him, the following, in some 
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degree, illuetrates tbe man. One August afternoon 
he was retarning from his dinner, when near the 
public square, he came to a little white fice dog 
and another little dog grining and growling at each 
other on the sidewalk. In passing, they were in 
his way; he gave the little white fellow a rough 
shove with his foot, when the little dog turned and 
grabbed him by the calf of his leg, jAnchitig him a 
Kttle. Passing on, he paid no further attention to 
it Vol Sevier was standing in Charley Guyger's 
store door and saw it. Picking up a double-^barrel 
shot gun that set near, he sliped out the back door, 
and made his way around through an aHey, and 
came up in a hurried walk to where Cox was just 
joining a crowd in front of the postoffice, inquiring 
aloud, ae he came up, if any one had seen a little 
white fice d<^. Paseang up to Cox, he said: 

" Mr. Cox, did you see anything of a little white 
fice dog on your way down from dinner?" 

"Yes," says Cox, "if he belongs to you, Vol, 
youll find him down there," pointing to where he 
had seen him. 

* 

"No," says Vol, "he is not mibe, but I am Irftfic 
imn to kill him; he is mad I" 

" Mad ! did ytm bay ? " says ^e postmaster, gtfOi- 
ering trp his leg-*-" nsad did you say ?— hydrophc^jla! 
hydrophobia!" he cried out, jfimping upon 6tie leg) 
hoifiUng tm to tiie other until he reached Uie nearest 
seat. "Tenda, Tench, my son, I am hitten hj » 
mad-dog, my sob. Oh ! hydrophobia! hydrc^hobia! 
run my soa for the doctor, aiid tell Mm 1 9X0. bitten 
by a iiaad-dog." 
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TevK^hobeyidd, and the pO(«tma«ter kobbled in the 
back room, holding on to his bitten leg. In the 
meantime Vol slipped around and intercepted the 
doctor, and gave him the cue. The friends of Cox 
had gathered around him, not suspecting the joke, 
and wanted to see where and how he had been 
bitten. 

" No,"6^d Oox, holding on to th^ oalf ofhis leg with 
both of his hands, "wait until the doctor comes.*' 

The doctor soon came in witli a smile in his eye. 
Cox related to him the manner and how he was 
bitten, laying himself flat of his back on a cot 
for ULe doctor to es^Muine his leg. His pantaloons 
w«re care&Uy drawn crfF, his drawers turned up 
ikfOfve hi« kne^, and tbe doctor went to work to 
dKamine the £ittal bite. 

** WheiieaboutB is it," says the doctor. 

"R^ht there,'' says Cox, putting U« hand on tha 
ddf of his leg. 

"Well," says the doctor, ^tak» your hand away, 
and let me examine it." 

The doctor looked and examined, but could find 
no bite or sign ^ a dog's tooik. 

" Why, Oox, there must be «om6 miBtafce* There 
is no marie of a dog's tooth on tins ieg." 

" Yes he did bite me, and that aiBst 1m Ae leg; 
it was tiie nearest to hfim^^thwe is no mistake about 
it, Z am bitten by a mad-dog. I am sure that I am 
bittm, for I felt it when Vol Bevier told me the dog 
WAS mad.'^ 

^Who told you tbe d<^ was mad?" says the 
doctor, with a grip updn Ids risiUe. 
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*^Vol Sevier; he wi» «fter him with a dofuble- 
barrel/' 

The doctor could hold in no longer, bursting 
into a laugh,' he said : 

" Wliy, Cox, you are only bitten by one of Vol's 
jokes, there is ik> sign of a dog bite on your leg/' 

The good-natured postmaster realizing the hoakB, 
dressed himself and joined his friends in the joke. 

Vol played a joke off on old Robin, a notable 
character of "old tiuies" in Brownsville. Robin 
was familiaiiy known as " Old Herring Bones," an 
appellation he inherited from hi^ native Staie, North 
Caroiina. His early raising was near the hcorriog 
shoals of the old North State. He indignantly r^ 
sented the slam upon his nativity. E!nown aad 
respected for his age and fidelity to his owners^ ha 
became a sort of free man about town and a 
privileged character. The old negro swore like a 
trooper; and when provoked his tongue knew no 
bofind$» Robin always walked with a long staff — 
sometimes it would be a com-staik. When th« 
boys about town would find Robin witt his corn- 
stalk, they would poke fun at him by calling him 
"Old Herring Bones;" when he would lose his 
self-command, and chase them to the school^^roon^ 
or some safe place of retreat. Robin clamed revo- 
lutionary honors^— that he served, with his old 
maater, Macon, in the Revolutionary War. He was 
brought to Haywood by George Jordan, stepscm of 
Colonel Kixon, and last belonged to Colonel Mana- 
field Ware, who, venerating his age and past fiiithful 
services, allowed him great latitude about isomm. 
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On one oceaskm he bought for Robin the cloth 
for a fine suit of clothes, and told him to take it 
over to Eddings' tailor shop and get Mr. Eddings to 
take his measure and cut them out, and his mistress 
would have them made. Robin took the cloth and 
walked across the square to Eddings* shop. Mr. 
Eddings was out Vol Sevier happened to be in the 
shop at the time. 

Robin, after waiting some time, began to get im- 
patient for Eddings to return. Vol inquired of him 
what he wanted with Eddings. Robin told him that 
tiie Colonel had bought him cloth for a suit of 
clothes, and sent him to Mr. Eddings to have his 
measure taken and the suit cut out. 

"Well," says Vol, "Robin, if you are in a hurry 
I can take your measure, and when Mr. Eddings 
comes in he can cut them out." 

"What ! you tailor. Vol Sevier? You no tailor; 
no, sir; can't spile this cloth, that you won't" 

"But," says Vol, "Robin, I can take your meastfe 
and the tailor will do the cutting." 

Vol's manner of speech became convincing, and 
removed old Robin^s doubts as to his ability to take 
his measure. He finally consented, if he would be 
in a hurry and do it quick, as the Colonel would be 
waiting for him. 

" Well," says Vol, '"take oft" your coat and vest" 
Robin did as he was told. 

"Now take off your pants and shirt, Robin," says 
Vol. 

Robin faltered, and began to doubt whether Vol 
knew what he was about. Vol soon convinced him, 
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kowever, that he did, immI he ooMeoted to take off 
everything he had, if Vol would only be in a hurry 
and let him off quick. 

The old negro denuded himaelf of his ihirt and 
breeches. 

^* Now/' Bd^9 YoU ^^ Robin, get up »a this broa^ 
table ; it wa« made for the purpose/' Bobin did aa 
he was told. 

*^ Now lay flat on your baek/' 

Robin obeyed aa a medium in the hands of a mes- 
merizer. 

Vol straightened and flxed Bobin^s legs and arms, 
and tsddng a piece of ehalk commenced taking bis 
measure. Beginning at Bobin's head^ he traced 
around and down hie neek to his shoulder, then 
down his arm and round up to hiB anaa-pit, then 
down his body and around his hip down to his heel, 
thence up the inside of the }eg and down Ihe other 
leg to the heel, thence up the other side as before 
to the beginning. 

Just as he was middng the finishing mark. Colonel 
Ware stepped to the door and asked for Robin. 
The old negro uhed bimeelf up in a sitting poaiure« 
The Colonel, comprehending in a moment what Vol 
had been at, <?oiiimenced scolding Robin for allowing 
i himself to be made a fool of by Yol Sevier. Bobin, 
realizing hia situation all in a Ynoment, commenced 
cursing Yol, jumped off the bench, a«d gatiiewd 
his long staff. Yol, und^standing old Robin when 
he thought fun was beiug poked at him, leaped oat 
of the front door and ^Old Herring Bonea" alter 
him, and the Colonel calling to old Robin to wm» 
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Imck and put on his clotl^es, an old fool, s^nd go 
home. 

It was several months before Yol Sevier would 
let old Kobin get within reach of him. 

*^01d timee" in Brownsville had its tailors, 8«wi- 
dlers, tanners, ginmakers, and shoem9.kers, but 
was without a barber. The tailors, on account of 
i&eir handling th^ scissors well, were often caJled 
on to do the hair-cutting; sometimes the dexterous 
young clerks, who always had sharp scissors, were 
ealled on. Yol in his kind offices toward his {eh 
low-man, le^a^ned to handle the semorSj and was 
regarded as the best hair-cutter in town, and waa 
often called upon when he was not in the humor for 
the job. It was only his partial friends, and they 
were many, that he would barbeiize. 

Theire came to Haywood, most every fell, a hand' 
some young man fixxm Middle Tennessee, trading 
in horses and mules. He had made the acquaintance 
of the young men about town, and, withal, was an 
agreeable young man, and a pleasant companion. 
He dressed well, rode a fine horse, and always 
had money in his pocket He was admitted into 
society— just enough to admit of his making the 
acquaintance of a few young ladies. 

His hair needed cutting very much ; learning that 

Vol was an expert hair-cutter, he hunted him up. 

Yol, with a half dozen or more gentlemen of 
12 
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leisure, were sitting under the shade trees, before 
Welch's tavern, when the young man came up. 
Approaching him, he said : 

" Mr. Sevier, I learn from your friends in town 
that you are in the habit of cutting hair, and that 
you are the best cutter in town; will you cut 
mine V Vol threw his humorous laughing eye 
upon the handsome young trader for a moment 
before replying. 

" I hope I am not mistaken in the gentleman ; 
your friend Mr. Cox, the postmaster, pointed yon 
out to me, and told me you were the best hair-cut- 
ter in town, and that you would cut it for me." 

Vol had decided, telling the young man to go over 
to Eddings' tailor shop, and get a pair of scissors. 
The evening was pleasant, and by the time the 
young horse-trader returned with the scissors, the 
Crowd under the shade trees had increased in num- 
bers. The young man returned, his face beaming 
with delight. Camp-meeting was going on out at the 
camp-ground, and he wanted to look his best the 
next day. Vol rose and fixed his chair for the 
young man to sit in, who, taking off his coat, fixed 
himself straight up and was ready for the operation. 

Vol pulled off' his coat, and commenced without 
asking him how he wanted it cut. His hair was long 
and bushey, and inclined to be redish. Vol combed 
it out straight, parting it in the middle from his 
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forehead to the nape of his neck, and commenced 
on one side where it was parted, and worked down 
to his ear. As the scissors clipped off the last long 
lock on that side, the crowd around looking on, 
hegan to giggle and snigger. The young man, 
devining that it was something about his head they 
were amusing themselves at, put his hand up to the 
barberized side, and feeling no hair, he bursted out 
into a rage of flaming words, jumped up and swore 
that it was an outrage — " that he had rather than 
the price of his fine horse, not to have had his head 
ruined." Vol, in his bland manner, without a 
smile, while the bystanders were in a roar of laugh- 
ter, persuaded the young man that his hair was not 
"ruined," and before he cut the other side, to, walk 
in the public room of the tavern, where he would 
find a looking glass, and he would see that it was 
not " ruined.'^ 

The young trader took him at his word;, went 
in and saw himself in the glass, as others had seen 
him. He grew furious and uncontrolable ; swore 
and cursed at Sevier, and everybody else, but par- 
ticularly at Cox, for recommending him as a hair- 
cutter. 

He swore " if anybody would fight him, he would 
fight the whole town." 

All the while Vol kept his face unwrinkled, per- 
suading the young man, who had become wild with 
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pasBion, to take his seat and let him finish the job. 

But no! he would not. He vowed that '^he 
should not put his hand on his head again or cut 
another hair," 

The joke had taken rather deep root, and seemed 
likely to become serious. However, Vol possessed 
great fertility of expedient, and he was bound to 
work out of it. Few men knew better the workings 
of the human passions. A master pertbrmer exer- 
cised not more power over his instrument than h^ 
did in mastering the springs of feeling and thought 
of his subject, or with whom it was his wont to 
play. His joke had taken well, and he was willing 
that it should go forth as a preventive to futures 
annoyances in the way of hair-cutting. Letting the 
young trader tag^ and fume until the mirthful 
crowd were satisfi^^d (which satisfied him), remaining 
all the while without a wrinkle or reflex from hi§ 
fece totihoW that it was purposed, he threw his en- 
chanting coils around his green subject, and seated 
him again, for the other side of his head to be done 
likewise; and when finished, c^onvinced the ownei* 
of a well shaved head that it became him akimil^ 
bly, which was attested by those around turning 
their mirth into admiration of his dexterity in 
handling the scissors. 

Sevier took much interest in things about town, 
and frequently contributed to the interest and va- 
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riety of the local trade. To exemplify his passion in 
that way, an anecdote is preserved of him, in which 
he caused his friend Cox to become the contribufor. 
Cox was concerned in the tanning business, and 
was the largest purchaser of green hides in town. 
It was customary to weigh and sell the horns with 
the hide at the established price. Vol happened to 
be down at the tanyard one day when a lot of hides 
belonging to an honest, hard-working countryman 
were being weighed and delivered. He noticed one 
of them without horns — ^the hide of a muley cow or ox. 
The country gentleman took the weight of the hides 
and went up town to get his pay from Cox. Vol 
went along with him. Going along, he suggested 
to the owner of the hides that he was entitled to 
homage on one of his hides. 

"What?" says the countryman, "how! what did 
you say?" 

" HoTWige^^ says Vol. " One of your hides was a 
muley — didn't have any horns. It is worth more 
than those with horns. So, when Mr. Cox goes to 
pay you, you must claim homage." 

The hide vendor understood it. Handing in the 
weights, the calculation at so much a pound was 
made and the money being counted out, when the 
country gentleman stated to Mr. Cox that he was 
entitled to homage on one of the hides — that it was 
a muley hide. 
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"llornage! wh^t?" says Cox; "who ever heard 
of such a thing as homage?" 

''1 have," says the gentleman seller, **and you 
have got to pay me homage on that muley hide." 

In the meantime Vol stepped in, and his friend 
Cox appealed to him, to know if such a thing was 
ever heard of before, and what he thought about it. 

"Yes," says Yol, "it's right" "Homage" was 
established in the tanyard thereafter, upon Vors 
decision. 



i 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

Fayette, Its Geographical and Topographical Features — 
County Sites Established for Seven Counties — L. P, 
Williamson — Hardeman — Bolivar — EzekialPolk — Jack- 
son — Colond C. D. McLean. 

Faybttb. — The year after the^Chickasaw title to th« 
lands in West Tennessee was extinguished by the 
United States government (in 1818), by an act of 
the Legislature, the territory embracing the present 
limits of Payette, Hardeman, MoNary and Shelby, 
was attached to Hardin, and comprehended Hardin 
county. Afterward, and during the period of the 
same session, by a supplemental act, the present 
limits of Shelby was defined and fixed. 

In 1821 Shelby county was established, and the 
territory now forming the counties of Fayette and 
Tipton, was attached, and Hardeman and Haywood 
attached to Madison. 

In 1822 Hardeman was established, then embrac- 
ing the territory, which, the year following (1823), 
was laid off and erected into a county, and called 
" Fayette^' in honor of, and for 

OEISEBAL LAFATETTE, 

who, the year following, was the ^^ nation^ s guest'^ 
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In the year 1824, the counties of Fayette, Harde- 
man, Haywood, Tipton, Dyer and Gibson, became 
separate and independent counties, with separate 
judicial jurisdiction. Previous to that period, and 
up to 1821, the inhabitants of the territory, now 
Fayette county, were embraced within the jurisdic- 
tion of Hardin; and from 1821 to the period when it 
was established as a separate county, under the 
jurisdiction of the courts of Shelby. 

In the same year (1824) commissioners were 
appointed by the Legislature to locate and establish 
county sites for the new counties embraced in the 
act of that year. 

In 1825, SomerviHe was established as the perma- 
nent county site for Fayette, and the lots were sold 
by the commissioners, appointed by the county 
court, in September of that year. It is worthy of 
note, that the county sites for the counties of Hay- 
wood, Tipton, Obion, Hardeman, Gibson, Dyer and 
Fayette, were located and established in the same 
year. Commissioners by the several county courts 
were appointed to lay oflf the towns and sell the 
lots, the several sites having been located upon 
grounds donated for that purpose. 

The commissionsforBrownsviHe, Haywood county, 
were L. McGuire, K. T. Perkins, William H. Hen- 
derson and Thomas G. Nixon, and the sale took 
place the third Monday \n March, 
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The commissioners for Covington, Tipton county, 
were Marcus Caimes, Robert G. Green, John Eck- 
ford, Alex. Robinson and E. T, Pope ; sale twelfth 
of April, 

The commissioners for Dresden, Obion county, 
were John Terrell, John Schultz, Mear Warner, 
Perry Vincent and Martin Lawler; sale fourteenth 
of April. 

For Bolivar, Hardeman county, Thomas J. Har- 
deman, John H. Bills, Nat Steel, West Harris and 
John T. Cockran; sale on twenty-second of April. 

For, Gibsonport, Gibson county, J. B. Hogg, 
William 0. Love, John W. Evans, Robert Finkle 
and John P. Thomas; sale July twentieth. 

For Dyersburg, Dyer county, J. Rutherford, 
Griffin Rutherford, Ben Porter, William Martin and 
Thomas Nash; sale twenty-sixth of July. 

GoiQmissions for Somerville, were Henry Kirk, 
Daniel Johnson, Hamilton Thornton, William Owen 
and John T. Patterson; sale on the fourteenth day 
of September. 

During that year (1825) immigration to the new 
counties exceeded any other year. 

Fayette — ^the territory embraced within the limits 
of Fayette, bordering north on the waters of the Big 
Hatchie, south by the pure silvery waters of the 
Wolf, the Loosa Hatchie, with its numerous feeders, 
rising up through the center — no county in West 
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Tennessee was more inviting to the early immigrant 
settler, or could boast of richer virgin lands, peculi- 
arly adapted to Southern agriculture, and capable of 
sustaining a large population. Settled by men of 
enterprise, intelligence and wealth, it early took a 
stand among the most favored counties in the dis- 
trict, noted for the refined, cultivated taste and 
good morals of its citizens. Prominent among the 
early pioneer settlers of Fayette worthy of honorable 
mention, and whose long and useful life, beginning 
with his early manhood, was the late 

LEWIS P, WILLIAMSON. 

With an energy and enterprise unknown to the 
present age, he exchanged the luxuries and com- 
forts, the pleasures and enjoyments of a cultivated 
and refined society in the " Old North State " for 

the hardships, dangers and difficulties incident to 
the early settlers in the wilds of West Tennessee. 
His boyhood days spent in his native State, North 
Carolina, his early manhood at " Yale," where he 
graduated with honors in his twentieth year; he re- 
turned to his native home, an elected member 
to the State Legislature before he was twenty-one 
years of age. Nine miles northwest of Somer- 
ville be fixed his residence, in the loveliest spot in 
the wilderness, and built him a round-log house with 
a passage in the middle^ like other new comers of that 
day, and called it " Ivenness," alter a place in Old 
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Scotland, from which his wife's ancestors emi- 
grated, where he with his happy family lived, im- 
proving and beautifying it until his death, which 
occurred in 1865, having lived three score and four 
years, and the last forty in Fayette. 

Mr. Williamson was a ripe scholar, a polished 
writer, an eloquent speaker and ready debater. He 
several times represented his fellow-citizens of Fay- 
ette in the State Legislature with notable ability. 
He was the author of, and secured to West Tennes- 
see the first railroad charter, the Memphis and 
LaGrange railroad ; which was afterward adopted, 
and formed a part of the Memphis and Charleston 
railroad. 

In the early days of Whigery he entered the field 
of politics, under the banner of "Harry of the 
West," and became a candidate for Congress. His 
glowing eloquence in the cause of Whigery — ^in 
advocating and maintaining the principles of govern- 
ment as taught by the great statesmen, Webster 
and Clay — distinguished him as a man of merit, and 
eminent among the first men of West Tennessee, 
Noted for his refined, cultivated taste, strict moral 
deportment, and his utter abhorrence of "grog-shops '* 

(he was a great advocate in the cause of temperance), 
he relied alone upon his personal merit and the just- 
ness of his cause for votes. In the celebrated 
canvass in which he made a distinguishing mark as 
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a speaker and ready debater, C H. Williams, c>f 
MadisoD, and W. C. Duniap, of Shelby, were his 
opponents. Williams was of the same school of 
politics with hitnself, and Duniap a Democrat. Mr. 
Williamson and Mr. Dnnlap made the canvass cf£ 
the district together, on horseback. Personally 
warm and &st friends, an aneedote is told of them, 
illustrative of the men and mode of electioneering. 
Traveling together one day, they came to a cross- 
roads store, where liquor was kept also. Colonel 
Duniap, forgetting nothing of the qualities constita- 
ting a successful canvasser for votds, discovering 
several men standing in the store door, halted as 
they rode up in front, remarking to his friend 
Williamson that he felt dry — that if he, being a 
temperance man, would hold his horse for a 
moment, he would get down and " take a drink.*^ 
The kind Mr, Williamson readily consented. 

Colonel Duniap dismounted, and with a generous, 
smiling face entered the store. Calling for a drink, 
he turned to the bystanders, and said: 

"Gentlemen, join me— candidate for Congress — 
passing through your country— glad to make ac- 
quaintances. Come, gents, join me in a drink." 

He was of course joined by half a dozen or more 
hardy voters, they thinking it was their rightfd 
duty to drink a candidate's liquor. While all were 
iilling their glasses and exchanginxr glanees at eaoh 
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other, the Colonel, throwipg his eyes across his 
shoulder, remarked : 

" See that man on his ho^se? He is a temperance 
man; delivefs a fioe temperance speech. He 
wouldn't be caught in such a place as this for all 
the votes in the neighborhood. He is my opponent. 
My name is Willifiwn C. Dunkp, candidate for Con- 
gress — good day, gentlemen ; I ©an 't be with you 
longer; my friend is holding my horse.*' 

Mr. WilliamscHi's devotion to the case of Whigery 
induced him to retire from the canvass in fevor of 
his apolitical confrerey Colonel Williams, when his 
prosf)ects of election were considered brighter than 
any other eandidate in the field. His compass of 
mind fitted him for every intellectual pursuit. His 
rare business capacity and refined cultivated taste was 
evidenced in the management of his agricultural 
and domestic afiairs and the beautifying of the 
home of his family. 

It was, perhaps, in the year 1866-67, that the 
Agricultural Bureau of the State oflered a prize for 
the best agricultural essay and addre^ on the occa- 
sion of the Fair held that year at Jackson. The 
contestants were Governor James C. Jones, Gov- 
ernor A. A. Brown and Lewis P. Williamson. The 
prize was awarded to Mr. Williamson, and ordered 
printed in the report of the Agricultural Bureau. 

As a Christian gentleman, worthy and honorable 
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in every pursuit in Ufe, no more fitting tribute and 
eulogy upon his fair name and chaitK^ter eonid be 
offered than the following quotation the writer la 
permitted to make from a touching letter from his 
widow, after his death, to a friend, and who survived 
him but a few years. She says: 

"From the period of his conversion throughout 
his whole life he was a Christian in the sublime and 
exalted spiritual sense of the word, and was ever 
ready to give a reason for the fiiith that was in him 
with meekness and fear. While his worth was like 
a heap of gold that could not be counted^ the great char- 
acteristic feature of his noble nature was his disin- 
terested benevolence. From the time he left college 
up to the close of his useful life, he had the care of 
the widow and the orphan, managed a great many 
estates for rich and poor, and never accepted com- 
pensation save in one instance, when it was forced 
upon him. His labors of love and works of goodr 
ness ware abundant, and known only to the few, for 
all were done in a quiet, unostentatious manner, not 
letting his left hand know what his right hand did. 
But his work is with his God, and his record is on 
high ! " 

HARDEMAN. 

In 1822 Hardeman was formed, and the counties 
bordering on the Hatchie extending to the Missis- 
sippi, including Shelby, were attached fox judicial 
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jmrpcMaes. The courts were held at " Hatchie Town " 
until 1824, when Bolivar was laid off and established 
as the county site. The county was named for 
Thomas Hardeman, member from the county of 
Davidson to the first territorial convention, held at 
Knoxville on the 11th of January, 1796, to frame a 
constitution preparatory to Tennessee becoming a 
State, and the town of Bolivar was called for the 
great "liberator of his country," Simon Bolivar, the 
hero of South America. 

BOLIVAR 

was a Venezuelean, born in Carraccas in the year 
1785. Of noble blood, he was educated in the re- 
fined courts of Europe, a companion and traveler 
with Humboldt. When in his twenty-sixth year 
he returned to his natal land, offered his services to 
the Congress of Grenada to rid his country of the 
Spanish yoke, and with six hundred men marched 
against the great Spanish General Morillo. After 
eleven years struggle with varied successes, he 
finally triumphed over Morillo and his Spanish 
troops, confirming the title which had been given 
him of being the " liberator of his country." 

Noted among the first settlers in Hardeman was 

COLONEL EZEKIEL POLK. 

The advanced age to which Colonel Polk had at- 
tained when braving the trials and hardships inci- 
dent to pioneer life, in bringing the ax and plow 
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where aloue the sarage hooter'a footprints bad trod 
the wilderneea — ^the haunte of the wild beast — 
marked the strong and inflexible will and indomita- 
ble energy of the man. Colonel Polk's early life, 
his habits and proclivities, had fitted him for such 
an undertaking. A revolutiomuy patriot, he had 
served with the rank of Captmn and promoted to 
that of Colonel in our struggle for independence. 

He was ,a member of the first convention held in 
South Carolina to take measures against British 
encroachments. With a widely-extended and intel- 
ligent unaerstanding, he displayed a sound judgm^^at 
in the management of his affairs, marked with strong 
idiosyncrasys of character, as was notably attested 
by his writing his own epitaph. As a curious piece 
of literature of *' old times in the Big Hatohie couo- 
try," it is here reproduced for the amusement and 
interest of the reader, without comment: 

" Lines to be inscribed on the grave-atone of B. 
Polk, written by himself June 24th, 1821, in the 
seventy-fourth year of his age : 

"^ Here lies Uie dost of old B. P., 
One instance of morality ; 
Peansvlvania born, Carolina brod ; 
In Tennessee died upon his bei. 
Bis youtbful days be spent in pleasure, 
Hi8 latter days, in gathering treasure ; 
From sapersiition lived quite froOi 
And practiced strict morality. 
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To holj cheats, wm never wiHiagi 

To give one solitary shilling. 

He can foresee, and foreseeing, 
He equals most men in being. 

That church and State, will join their power, 

And mis^^ on this country shower ; 

The Methodist, with their camp-brawling, 

"Will be the cause of this downfklling ; 

An error not destined to .<iee, 

He waits for poor posterity ; 

First fruits and tenths are odious things, 

And so are bishops, tithes, md kings. 

As there are no rocks in this country fit for 
grave-stones, let it be done on durable wood, well 
painted, and placed upright at my head, and a 
weeping willow planted at my feet." 

The Colonel died three years afterward; this, 
among his last injunctions, was obeyed. 

JACKSON. 

Jackson, Madison county, the abode of ease, ele- 
gance and refind civilized enjoyment, the homes of 
the interprising and intelligent, the beautiful and 
eultivated, the seat of learning and temple of the 
law, was the first habitable town in West Tennessee. 
It was peopled before Brownsville, Covington, 
Somerville, Bolivar and other county towns, had a 
local habitation, or a name, by the best families, 
from the old States. It was there the first courts of 
law were organized and the first academy of learn- 
ing established, and gave birth to the first newspaper 
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published in West Tennessee. It stands to-day, 
with its blocks of brick and mortar, fashioned in 
the most approved taste and style of modem archi- 
tecture — ^its fine public buildings, and private resi- 
dences, with its enterprise in manu&ctures and 
commerce, thrift and wealth, second only to Mem- 
phis, with its many moie advantages, beside the 
great " inland sea," rolling past its front. Yet it is 
within the recollection of the writer, when it was 
but a hamlet on the ban ks of the south fork of Forked 
Deer, dependent for its sugar and coffee upon the navi- 
gation by " keel boats " of that little tortuous stream. 
It is regretted — the more to be regretted, as '' old 
times in West Tennessee " had its birth at Jackson— 
that the reminiscences and incidents of early life 
in that place is debarred its full share in the pages 
of this little volume. Should the theme which has 
engaged the pen and interest of the writer, &ad 
favor with the readers of these " reminiscences in 
the Big Hatchie country," he may be encouraged to 
a larger and more inviting field, which will take 
Jackson and Madison county as the starting point, 
and "work up the timber," according to the 
original "blazef." The apology, if indeed, an 
apology be necessary, for going to Jackson, is to 
make honorable mention of one of the pioneer 
newspaper men of West Tennessee (and the first 
paper published in the district) 
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CHARLES D. m'lBAN, 

**tbe best in the world," whose long and usefu 
life has been spared through the vicissitudes and 
gradations of establishing ^ country, wrought from 
the wilds of -a savage ' territory into a highly 
improved State, teeming with wealth and popula- 
tion — ^the work of only a half century. But few 
men are older, and who have been longer connected 
with the early and late history of West Tennessee 
than Colonel McLean. A native of Virginia, he was 
bom in the year 1795. Emigrating to West Ten- 
nessee, he settled in Jackson in 1823-4. On the 
twenty-ninth day of May, 1824, he, with Elijah 
Bigelow, issued the first number of the Jaekson 
Gazette^ which was continued to be published 
under his supervision and management until the 
year 1830, when it came under the editorial man- 
agement of the late J. H. McMahon, and its title 
changed to that of the Truth Teller. The Gazette 
was the immediate successor to the Pioneer j the first 
newspaper published at Jackson, which ceased to 
be published after the death of its editor, occurring 
in a few months after the first number was issued. 
The Gazette was the only paper published in the 
district for . several years. It was published in the 
interest of General Jackson and David Crockett, 
from 1824 to 1830 inclusive ; the files of which is 
yet preserved by Colonel McLean as a relic of 
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" old times " in West Tennessee, and is a welcome 
guest among the " Old Folks at Home," of which 
he is their honorable President, and ranks the 
oldest. Colonel McLean was honored by a seat in 
the State Legislature, from the county of Madison, 
during his residence in that county. In the year 
18S3, he fixed his place of residence in the vicinity 
of Memphis, where he continues to reside. Hav- 
ing lived to a green old age, his venerable forna, 
beginning to bend a little with the weight of mauy 
long years of usefulness^ may be seen on the streets 
of Memphis every bright day, enjoying life in a 
good joke, " tlie best in the world," which is the 
Oolonel's universal response to an old friend, when 
inquiring as to his health — ^it is always the '* best ia 
the world," 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Bright and Lasting Memories of Youth — lAnking the 
Past mth the Present— The Old Log Schoolhouse — 
The School' Path and Play- Ground — Demanding a 
Lay's Holiday — Barring Out the Schoolmaster, 

The moet lasting of memories graven upoa 
liie young inind—the^ scenes and inoidents of young 
life — ^become brighter a*id fresher in af tei? life, link- 
ing, by fond and endearing memories, the past with 
the present, forgetful of the long intervetung years 
of pain, peril and strife. With the vision of the 
past, the aged look back through the dim vista to 
th^ <^ys of their youth, as a bright thrilling dream^ 
enchanted by its memories, as a lover in pursuit of 
the dbgeot of hia affections — ^bright pictures upon 
the unstained walk of youthfol memory most truth- 
ful in nature* 

The old 8<Jhoolh0usey where they first learned to 
* spell bafer," the play-ground with its scenes and 
ifireideilts, the big spring aed the sparkling spring- 
branch, rippling over its pebbly bed through the 
deep shades of the forest to the creek^ where at 
Bummer's-uoon they learned to "swim;" the 
school-path, narrow and winding through pleasant 
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grounds made hard and smooth by the daily tramp 
of many little feet; the "foot-log" across the deep 
creek, where they were wont to stop and cast peb- 
bles into its bright waters, or amuse themselves 
with the schools of little fishes rising to the surface 
to gather the crumbs from their " school-basket ; " 
the five and thirty ".school boys" banding 
together, to demand of the " schoolmaster " a day's 
holiday to go to a log-rolling or house-raising ; or, 
perchance, to a fish-fiy, or a shooting match, and 
he, in his individual sovereignty protesting against 
their juvenile wishes — ^their natural rights. The 
final decision taken, the early gathering of the boys 
at the " sohoolhouse ; " the barring of the doors and 
windows; the anxioits waiting, and appearance of 
the " old schoolmaster," as he rises the hill ; his 
wroth and angry will at being barred out of his 
rightful castle, and being dethroned of his authority 
— ^he demands entrance, denouncing the " assumed 
rights," declares it a revolt, and threatens vengeance 
upon the leading rebels; the whole school backs 
up the leaders, while they stand pleading through 
the open cracks in the logs, disclaiming ill-will, and 
expressing their perfect willingness " to submit to hi« 
rule and discipline to-morrow ; " the schoolmaster 
still refuses, holds on to his iron will, and rwiew3 his 
threats of punishment; he riUs the boys to more 
despei^ate measures; the final catastrophe cuhni- 
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nates, the doors are unbarred, and the five and 
thirty heretofore obedient scholars gather round 
the schoolmaster, a half dozen of the largest gather 
him up upon their shoulders, and he is borne away 
to the creek — the usual place of going in swimming. 
The old incorrigible kicks and writhes, threatening 
vengeance; the pool is reached, and the whole 
school cry out, " souse him — souse him ; it will cool 
him off; " the hard-hearted " schoolmaster " begins 
to soften; the tyrant begins to beg and promise 
to let them have the day. Too late, too late, souse — 
he goes under ! " Souse him again ! " by the whold 
school. Imploringly he cries, *^stop ! hold! do it no 
more and you shall have a week's holiday." That 
will do— let him off, let him off,'' was the verdict of 
the school. Smiling and good natured he clambers 
up the bank, and all hands join in expressing good 
will, with promises to be punctual to school Monday 
morning, and study hard. 

The most joyous and happy gatherings of the 
neighborhood, in " old times," were at the quiltinga. 
It was seldom that the young people in the settle- 
ments got together except at a quilting frolic. 
During the early winter months a week never passed 
without a quilting, which always ended in a dancing 
frolic, followed soon by several weddings. It was 
common, during the " log-rolling " season, for quilt- 
ing to be going on at the house while the men were 
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out in the field or new-ground reeling logs. It was 
usual to invite the whole settlement to a log-rc^ling 
— ^ihe men to come imd bring their wives and 
daughters. It was always the occasion of a big 
dinner. The field-work done, and the quilt finished, 
everything was cleared away for the hardy young men 
and girls to have <iieir frolic. A fiddler who could 
play two or more tunes was always on hand. It 
would puzzle the"pleaang recollections^ of "old 
times" to treasure up the varied innocent couatiry 
amusements that brooded over the land. The fair 
and happy country lass thought not of making herself 
beautiful by art Her plump, glowing cheeks put ta 
blush the fiice-physic, common to "dressy" young 
women of the present day. Unwittingly they 
romped and played, unmindful of the outside tissue 
or tinsel; decked in innocence, she dotii all things 
sweet and graeeftil; 

" to pftiM th^ lllj ; 

To throw 1^ pOTfbme on tbe violet, 

to add ftnotlidr hue 

Unto the rainbow 

As wasteAil, and ridiculous excess/* 

OUR MOTHER. 

Gentle reader, the strongest and most enduring 
passion of the human heart is for our mother. 

" All other pa9sion6 fleet to air.** 

Sweet, endearing memories of our mother, who 



moss, or decked wi.^ fQ^wira»#rlW:^<^r,J^;re^i;^* 

^yen in the loyeliest look^ they were." 

•Chrot^gji ftU tho wwderii^s and va,ried mazes 
4)ur wayw^wd feet have tro<J4^n siacip our youtli, the 
ixu^e jg^ttd we^t meijiQries pf pur i^otjier endear- 
ett; guowiug l>?igtiter au^ i^ore>velj as the hair 
Dj>qn OJixU^^ tafcep pppn it tiie frosts pf maiiy, 

^i94^r| aria joji ev^r iqeminded of jpur mother, 
uul^TOt wd stately — stately amon^ the stateliest, 
Mttk filaptip ftt^i^ ej^y undpr the weight of yeuerable 
yewB-^as she »pvep with an ^ar at fill tinxjBs loudly 
lOp^i^ jau(d ^ hfiffii jjenerojis^ Roving to the prattle 
.aud :whinas pf )i^T children's chUdreu, he^ grand 
.aodjgr^t ^a«4chi]4ren^ in their shining ^ew frpcks 
^d P^ea^n white i^rous, vieing with eaph other as 
to who should 4q thip pr wko that fyr iher ? They 
>w«r^ T/wy m^ne tPhor iu .thp vale and sl^adows 
flf >cr l*«t rfS^. Bm^m;^ . thp ^jn^es^ jpe^ftpries of 

13 r-.. . 
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my mofiier when liMit I flaw tier in fife. Mqr I not 
claim, in fOoA respeet to hat mssaorjj tbp mentkm 
of her name in fiieee pages as one of H^ iMwre- 
hearted motiben and wives who Aared with their 
hmhands and hmhb the peiila and- hardsh^ of the 
pioneer setlier's Bib im the Kg Hatehie coviitEy? 
It would be filial impiety not to. 

Bom and reared in Ihe lap mid ease of ^nl^, 
she, when fortune's frowns were most bitter, joined 
with her husband — ^my £Eitfaer — m the wish to seek 
newfaci^ and a new home in the &r off West. Leav- 
ing behind i^ painfid regrets, with the true heroism 
of a wife, she followed the fortunes of her husband 
through the long and wearisome travel from Cum- 
berland comily, I^orth Carolina, through the sands 
6i South Carolina, d^orgia and Alabama, to Cov- 
ington counly, MiBsissippi, taking camp fere and 
camp comfort common to the mxmers of that day 
(1822). With no misgivings as to the future, always 
cheerful and joyous, sustained by a pure Christian 
soul undimmed by adversity, she felt rich alone in 
the ofcgects of her aflbction — her husbind and chil- 
dren — ^her six little jewels, the youngest an in&nt 
and the oldest but twelve years. Sojourning a few 
years in Mississippi, she enters the same vehicle in 
which she had traveled from the " Old North Sttite," 
with her six little jewels and another added, and shared 
the mover*s comfort through the Choctaw and Chick- 



a«aw ^*mitioBlB** tatbeBtg HatcMe coiuMry^MweQ- 
tioned ia tlie first i^hi^ytesr of thaae remuu(e^»0Qs« 

My motii^r, whom mj father was fond to call 
JPutie^fyfWi b<Mro in IITosih C!aro^m% December ^tb^ 
in the yea^ 1790^ and was christemed Marina Macoiu 
Miicoi3^ wasf the laaidea uame of her mo^er^ Shj^ 
wad tbe^ fifth child of Jo9€gph Seawell and. Mavtha 
Maooa, aad tlurd diui^ht^y and next i;o the youngest, 
^hm waB a do|u Their. Aames w^e Harry, Jaimea 
and Nat, Nancy (Ann), Betsey (Elizabeth), ao^ P<Us^ 
(Martha^, ' ¥(iy xno^er; She survived tibyewtaU-^l^er 
brother Ja«ie9 ^ly f^ lew years. 

My mcr&er nmrfied mjfyHim xu th^ 7^ 1306^ 
when in her seventeenth year. Under her loving 
oare five sdna aad thjree davghteri^ grew up to in?^ 
and wo»anlK>od4 She livefi to e^ioy the society 
and Bungle in the domeat^a c^rale of har children 
until all had grown old together, and to bless with 
her fondest love and affectum fiSty-^ grandchildren^ be- 
side great grandchildren. 

She survived my father by thirty years (remain- 
ing a widow), her youngest child (a daughter), nine 
years, and eldest (a son) by two years, and was by 
her surviving children followed to her last resting 
place in Elmwood, April, 1867, having lived seventy- 
seven years and 6ev€inteen days. Zealously attached 
to her church ^die Preebyterian), of which she had 
been a mtaiJ^raij&tir-^me ^^. Lowirig, k||i4 ^4 



^ Be mi$ 9kieime8 of (Md thus 

CDiMlMM, €9NV6unij^ Mafity wvfAM gWi> ^MtiniTlii'r 

fntfiifiVe'loye ^ h<^ dli^d^M, Ibe doefld IwreyM to 
1ii6ir tiitoy inotteonfaft^B^ i^flmd kiif tovl wmi ill 
ptttytft it neetH. If t6 %6 Ml^ to Ifa^ fMK» (iisi 
ftmtieA tiff dn^# <^ld^b<M Ito MhTciI) lA' WIM 4^ 

0V6Y frola "imh flM *1AA^ MM Itlrf AflbttfOMklA 

Ai fitfle^ ^iil9t6ti. 

sketch of his mothet^ *b ENS^Mttt belt m&9tii h^rm 
h^ hitrfiltetlMl (%MMtet. Inhet^^diMiiil^difi^as 

iijfiAiM imd f^ bi ddditty*, ^i^tiMi and t^kiit« itt 
doDTMMHi^Q^tMflpMeA 'WUb^lingi dP Kft dmue M 

She wag alwftyd did welcoriie gtiest In th^ docial of 
her friends and acqulnntances. 

The genuine sentiment of lier loving, kind, and 
generous natUi'e, combining all the charming 
accomplishments that so beautifull7 adorn the 
Christiau daughter aad sister, wife a^d mother^ dis- 
t^agniahed btr as a vm^Vfm^ 
, Ard^t^t in her Ijempera^ajkentj devpid of fidi^eness, 
ftlM wms Mim ^end eoi w ti at In h#r ffS^mAMpf^i 
devoted to h«r Bible, hey meXif^oan ^Mings gnm 






in llfel Thn m mim . iffS 

dtrottg^ «tfd h^ ttAik bl4f ^lei- in the eveniBg of 
her long life. 

f$0r^ Ibify ^tMsmtdd in hw deiltb, M they had t>eefr 
MMTlMMI ift ker iott^ 1^.' S^€&, gentle rtader, 
iMM Me ^ IM ^kto^e)" ^teft and «kdfiier6i, l^bo 

lie«^ i&^1|b«r«| ^^«9i»^4^iiii *«ottotl Mid wov« (Ao^,^ 
)Mg^|kie^M^ntyi^»d j^iAoiiiy, eottmM ioAehioii- 
rtfle lifs, entered 4ke idettlement^-^who ISfV^ to see 
tilli T^ttlbi4^B8 dlda^^di^ tm && biMd euMivftted 
•cfei, lihie fii^ ^0iii9t^«eto4 naneioQ ie^ Hie plaee 
tf tiie BCPttler'i eabin^ mA refiMfl ^doKi^iiied taste 
lifi»6«[ <yMr the buid^l^re the howl -of the wolf^ 
iiKi diarp, fitaitlHi^ s<n*Mm of tho ptoti^er first 
hv^iUM fttttlfiejr eoufiiib. Siieh was my mother, 
w4h>, in Hfe, ^9ras highly esteemed, aad enjoyed Ihe 
society of many Mends, and xt^se memory is 
embalmed in the hearts of her surviving children. 
An incident occurred in connection with my 
mother^s last and mortal illness, vouched for by 
^embers of the family, which, however, it may 
encourage the dogmas of spiritualism^ is deserving 
of mentioi^,^ My mother's late residence in the town 
of SomeiriUe wa^ ^ retireid and f^uet coiUf^e home^ 
befia4ifu% xxv»fm^woA %hiom^d jOterher ow 
taate Mttd Amoyv' aadifor the u&ost part by her owb 
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hADdfl. ^^ify tit^ ^9otla0» hcme/^ «ba wm Jbnd to 
call it 

Upon th# mmtW in her won stoqd Mi old tinie 
clock; it hiMl bMn a amy>^kvi m Amm ^th ber for 
ndflr a half centniy. For ae^^ral mgiltlifl pv^yiow 
to her dentfai tiio old «ioek hid r^lhaed to nmv 
Several r^j^ai^er^ of clocks had tinkei^ it ifi yet it 
wo^d not go-^ r^wed to make tiiue any more--* 
it wmrried my mother. She fioally gave up th« 
uudertakiiijg of making it rtm^ mi left it vith ita 
weights sittijig loose Umde the ease* A few diQ^ . 
previous to her death she rode out to her daQghter'% 
sev^^al mil^ in tbe country; it was on a MoikIi^. 
she went out Tuesday night at aibout eight o'olocto 
the members oS the £Emuly who were scgouminie 
with her in her ^^ little cottage h<»ne,'' were startled 
and amazed by the ^^ striking'' of the ^ cloe)(^ 
Sitting in an ac^oiniug room (there being no one i^ 
my mother's room), th^y, in mute aeHtonishment, 
followed the strikes until it stnick twelve. Some 
minutes afterward, and while the members of the 
family were speaking of the unaccountable incident 
(for every adult member of the family were aware of 
the abandoned condition of the old clock,) a messen- 
ger rapped at the door, announcing the sudden 
illness of my mother, arfd for a doctor to be sent in 
haste. At tmlve o'clock the *iy "ftylteiiWng the morn- 
ing, she brektked fisr last. Oonniooted / mUk tUs inca* 
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dent, and whicli made it the more impressive and sad, 
she had sent in on Tuesday morning, writing a note, 
for certain articles of dress and material to be sent, 
which she desired should be made up and ready for 
shrouding her mortal remains. 

Our mother I 'iis but thy mortal life death can Beyer ; 

T|^y sweet image liyes embalmed in our hearths affection forever. 



^WR -, a 193. 







